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	1. Chapter 1

**Hi, this is my first story on . This story is an rotbtd ghost whisperer au, more of a modern au with ghosts, inspired by Phage Childon's ghost whisperer au for hijack week on tumblr, called ****_You're Always, My Heaven_****. Everyone should read it, if your're into hijack, it's really good so here's the link: post/70360807028/youre-always-my-heaven. This story will include almost every named character from each of the four movies, but the story focuses on Hiccup, then Jack, then Merida and Rapunzel. Guy from the ****_The Croods_**** will also be included and maybe Eep, I'm not sure yet. There will be eventual hijack and flynnxrapunzel, just as a forewarning, maybe others, but I've never really written romance, so it probably won't be a major part of the story. I have no beta, so any constructive criticism is more than welcome or ideas/thoughts on the story. So enough of my rambling, I hope you enjoy the first (short) chapter! Oh, and I own nothing but the plot, everything else belongs to their respective creators.  
><strong>

Hiccup kept his head bowed as he entered the large double doors. His sight was a mixture of white tile and auburn hair, his bangs effectively concealing him from the eyes of others. A sea of boots surrounded Hiccup as he maneuvered toward the office, glancing upwards every so often to ascertain that he was moving in the right direction. Soon he was met with a large wooden door. Taking a moment to gather his resolve, the young teen wrapped his right hand around the cool metal, twisted, and pushed his way inside. He was greeted by a middle-aged man, short black hair, and mocha brown eyes, already filled with flecks of annoyance and exasperation. The man's smile was twitching ever so slightly as he attempted to look welcoming. He was scrawny, overly expressionate, and extremely lacking in the hair department; yet so was everyone else here, as far as Hiccup could tell, when compared to everyone back home, or rather, back in Berk. The young teen was pulled from his musings as the man spoke.

"Good morning. How may I help you?" his nasally voice asked, though he must be commended for his overly chipper greeting.

"Oh, um, hi. I'm new and, uh, I'm here to-to get my schedule," the boy did his best to sound amicable, but it didn't amount to much.

The receptionist just stared at him, those brown eyes growing bored.

"Oh, uh, right. I'm Hiccup," the teen tried once more, moving his right hand forward in form of greeting, only to stop midway and return to his backpack strap.

Again he was met with a dull stare. Didn't this man need to blink?

Hiccup sighed and his green eyes found the floor once more, "I'm Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, can I please have my schedule now?"

Somehow, the man heard the low mumblings of the teen, his eyes brightening slightly as he shuffled through the stack of papers already growing at both sides of his desk. He handed the new student a single sheet of paper, smiled, and welcomed him to Burgess High School. Hiccup grasped the paper, muttered a thank you, and left the small office. By this time the hall was filled with enough teens to rival the small population of Berk. Hiccup gulped nervously, clenching and unclenching his left hand as he stared at the sheer mass of people before him. He had never had a good experience with anyone his age and to say Hiccup was dreading this new opportunity would be a gross understatement. Hiccup shook his head, auburn bangs resting just above his eyes. No one here knew him yet. No one here knew he was a freak, a screw up, a disgrace. Now all he had to do was keep them in ignorance. Maybe no one would notice him at all. That, at least, would be preferable to the Berkian's treatment. His mind traitorously brought to mind his father's outrageously optimistic ideas of Hiccup actually making friends, hanging out, and generally being accepted by his new peers. The young teen rolled his eyes, like any of that would ever happen.

Hiccup looked over the sheet of paper, searching for his first class. English II – room 317. Well that was descriptive. The young teen sighed as he pulled out the carefully folded map from his pocket. It only took him a few minutes to locate and enter his new classroom. Laminated pictures of famous authors and book covers hid three of the four walls, while a large white-board covered the fourth. The room was already half full, everyone a year or two older than the young auburn. All of the teens on Berk were at least one or two years his elder, so Hiccup had always learned at a grade level above his own. Combine that with his personal research and being in the general vicinity of Fishlegs, and Hiccup was more than prepared for his sophomore year in Burgess. At least, he hoped so.

There were no windows in the large room, so Hiccup found a seat next to the wall, towards the back of the class. He set his backpack beside him, unzipped it, and pulled out a dull yellow folder and notebook. He opened to the first page, grabbed a pencil, and began doodling. Dragons soon filled the margins of the loose-leaf, followed by mountainous ranges of graphite. The teen was pulled out of his imagination as an all too familiar chill ran down his spine. Green eyes opened wide in dread as he slowly lifted his head from the paper. His attention was caught by a group of three settling down one row behind him, more towards the middle of the classroom. The first teen had curls of flame settling about her shoulders, sky blue eyes, and pale skin, with a dark emerald t-shirt, blue jeans, and terrible posture. The second seemed older than his other classmates, or maybe it was just his stark, white hair. His skin was even paler than the girl's, with icy blue eyes, and he was perched on the chair rather than sitting upon it. However it was the third presence that really caught Hiccup's eye and caused a shudder to wrack his body. On the boy's left sat a woman, in either her late 30s or early 40s. She sported short brown hair, pale skin, and warm, caramel eyes. Those eyes glanced up as she lifted her head, sensing the young teen's stare. Both pairs of eyes widened as green met brown, the woman in shock at being seen and the boy in slight disbelief. Her stare never wavered as a group four teens walked through her incorporeal body, laughing raucously and obliviously.

Hiccup allowed his head to fall, slamming his forehead onto the wooden desk with an audible smack. The young teen groaned in annoyance. He couldn't even go the first day of school, his first full day in Burgess, without seeing one, could he? It looked like this would be a very long year indeed.

**Thanks for reading!**


	2. Chapter 2

**Hi, here's chapter 2. Once again I own only the plot. I hope you enjoy this chapter!**

At the sound of the bell Hiccup shoved his notebook, folder, pencils, and a copy of the _Count of Monte Cristo_ into his backpack and made a beeline for the door, only checking his schedule once he was safely concealed within the sea of students. He had absorbed little if any information from his teacher. The young teen had been too absorbed with the ghost, green eyes repeatedly flicking over to meet cautious yet inquisitive brown; that is, until those green eyes were met with a pair of icy blue. Hiccup had quickly looked away, from then on only daring to observe the trio in his periphery. What he noticed was disheartening. The whitette turned to the red head, whispering in her ear before pointing towards Hiccup. At that point the brunette was struggling against the urge to reacquaint his forehead with the desk. It was his turn to be watched, three pairs of questioning eyes taking turns observing the boy. Hiccup groaned as he walked down the hallway. Hopefully that was the last he would see of the three, or at least the two living ones. Hiccup had a feeling, settled annoyingly in his gut that he would help the woman with her unfinished business, whatever it turned out to be. That was how these encounters usually worked out. Yet, the young teen's wishes were not to be answered. He shared his next two classes, world history and biology, with the trio. By the end of 2nd block, Hiccup found himself sketching the woman out on a clean sheet of notebook paper, labeling the drawing with eye, hair, skin, and clothing color. She had no distinguishing mannerisms besides her attachment to the two older teens. By the end of 3rd block, Hiccup was sure the red head and whitette were suspicious if not creeped-out by his not-as-subtle-as-he-hoped observation. The brunette quickly dashed for the halls yet again once the bell for passing period sounded. Hiccup sighed, glancing up every now and then to check room numbers. He should be happy the woman was the only ghost he had met in school thus far. Yes, Hiccup would focus on the positive, he could deal with one ghost. When and if the woman sought him out, Hiccup would be more than willing to help her. Just not on school premises…

"Hi, I'm Guy. I'll be teaching you how to work the equipment back here."

Hiccup jumped in his seat, whirling around and tilting his head upwards to meet a pair of intelligent, chocolate-brown eyes. The male before him was at least two years his senior, with a well-worn, muddy-brown t-shirt, sporting a few holes and what appeared to be scorch marks. His grey jeans were held up by a burgundy tool belt, tucked into long faux-fur boots with three furry yellow claws. His hair was a mop of brown waves, a short ponytail shooting up from his skull, slightly tilted to his right. The toned muscles in his arms revealed themselves when the teen offered a hand in greeting. Hiccup hesitated in taking the much larger and stronger hand, but eventually reached out as well. The older teen's grip was firm and his shake enthusiastic. His eyes sparkled. He paused, staring at Hiccup expectantly.

After a moment, realization hit the younger teen as a blush began to creep up his face, "Oh, uh, hi. My name's Hiccup. Sorry, I didn't catch yours…"

"I'm Guy. It's nice to meet you Hiccup. Welcome to advanced engineering," he answered warmly, motioning to the room with his other arm.

"Uh, thanks," Hiccup replied, grabbing his right arm and rubbing it nervously, while breaking eye contact to stare at the floor tiles.

Guy smiled warmly, backing up a step and gesturing around the room, "So, teach' wants me to give you an overview of our humble little shop, care to join me on the grand tour?"

Hiccup nodded slowly, standing up and following the elder teen. He listened politely as Guy talked, absorbing information about each machine. It seemed that all of the classroom's technology was either less broken or more advanced than Gobber's. New schematics ran through his brain, so that by the end of Guy's tour, the young teen was itching for a writing utensil and some paper. Hiccup was surprised, however, that once Guy was finished and Hiccup returned to his seat, the older teen soon joined him, watching as graphite and loose-leaf transformed into something more. Hiccup paused in his sketching, trying to figure out why the older teen was still here. Hadn't the teacher only required that Guy show him around the shop? If so, why would he sit next to Hiccup when there were plenty of open seats far away from the gangly, awkward, freckled sophomore?

Guy had his feet up on the horizontal bar of his chair, elbows resting on his knees, and head held by his hands, brown eyes staring intently at Hiccup's work. Once he noticed the younger's inquisitive stare, he straightened and gave a toothy grin.

"So what are you working on? Some kind of load-bearing-spring system? What's it for?" Guy questioned, leaning towards the younger teen and pointing at the paper.

"Oh, this is a rudimentary prosthetic sketch. Back home, we didn't have the most precise instruments or a lot of light weight but sturdy metals. With the resources here, I could cut down on the base, making it lighter and more functional, and I could make the height adjustable, here and here. I also need to change the attachment to the remaining flesh leg. You see, wood is tolerable at best, but more often than not, can cause extreme discomfort if not constantly maintained. If I made a hollowed metal base and covered it in leather, like this, and then used a shock absorbing agent to surround the flesh…" the bright light in Hiccup's eyes dimmed, a deep blush rising from his neck to cover his face as he sat back, "Uh, sorry about that, didn't mean to ramble, I, uh, I tend to get a little carried away."

"What? No, that was really cool! I've never seen anyone our age ambitious enough to tackle prosthetic limbs, much less have success in it. That's really impressive Hiccup, but how do you know if they're functional or not? I mean, you can't really test one out without a human subject, right?" Guy questioned, grabbing the paper and scrutinizing the design, eyes flicking back to Hiccup each time the boy opened his mouth to answer.

Hiccup glanced down at his left leg nervously, clenching his fists against his chest, "I, uh, I…I make prosthetics for my-my cat, and, uh–"

"Your cat? Wow that's amazing, I mean, uh, sorry about your cat. I mean, it's really cool that you make prosthetics for animals, but I'm sorry that your cat needs a prosthetic, uh, yeah?" the older boy stumbled over his words, gesturing wildly.

Hiccup couldn't help the smile that pulled his lips upwards sideways, or the chuckle that escaped his mouth, "It's okay, really. It happened years ago. I'm just glad I can make him a replacement."

Guy smiled and then shot up from his seat, eliciting a yelp from the younger teen, "You know what? You should bring your cat to class one day. So we can see his prosthetic, yeah? Who knows, maybe someone in class or teach' could help make some adjustments. Plus, I've always wanted to see one up close."

"Would that really be okay? Bringing a cat to school, I mean. What if someone, I don't know, has allergies or something?" Hiccup questioned, not sure if he was excited about the prospect or reluctant.

The elder teen just waved him off, standing up as the bell rang, signaling the end of class, "Nah, I'm sure it would be fine, plus teach' would pull some strings if it wasn't. I mean seriously, how often do you get a chance to see something like that in action?"

"Well–"

"I mean when you don't build them on a regular basis," Guy smirked, swinging his backpack over one shoulder and heading out the door, "See you Wednesday Hiccup!"

Hiccup waved, smile stuck firmly to his face, "Yeah, see you…"

The younger teen carefully filed his sketches away and made way for the door, pulling out his schedule as he joined the mob. His stomach rumbled as he wandered towards the cafeteria. One look into the crowded atrium had Hiccup turning around. After a small search, the nearly empty library was located. Hiccup situated himself behind the fantasy section, took out a simple pb&j sandwich and an apple, and munched happily. After he finished his meal, the bell had yet to ring, so the young teen rummaged through the books, glancing through a couple before leaving the library and heading towards his next class. His smile morphed into a frown and a groan erupted from his throat as he glanced down at his schedule. Hiccup's next class was physical fitness, read worst class ever. He sighed as he entered the gym, but soon looked around in confusion…where was everyone? His answer came in the form of students entering the gym from two entrances, girls from the left and boys from the right. Everyone was dressed in the same basic attire, an old t-shirt, shorts, and sneakers. Well, everyone save the whitette from earlier, who came in barefoot. Hiccup stood there nervously, glancing down at his oversized olive sweater, blue-jeans, and tall brown boots. He looked back up to see the ghost from earlier walking up to the same two teens who were talking by the opposite wall. A tall woman entered the room, with short, strawberry-blonde hair, blowing a whistle. The students ceased their chattering and lined up against the back wall. Hiccup took the hint, not wanting to anger the tall, muscled woman, and followed suit.

"Alright class, we'll warm up with laps around the gym for five minutes, then we'll split into two teams for some dodge-ball," her voice was drowned out as three fourths of the class burst into cheers while the last fourth grumbled, "alright, alright, calm down. Remember, NO headshots. Now skedaddle."

The students gave general noises of consent as they began to jog or walk around the gym, some racing and playfully pushing one another. Hiccup's eyes lingered on the ghost, who stood to the side of the gym and observed, before moving to join the others.

"Hey, hold up there freckles," Hiccup turned around and glanced upward to meet the hazel eyes of his teacher.

"Uh, yes?" he asked slowly, eyes flicking to the other students then back to the teacher.

She gave him a once over, as if that was his answer, before asking, "Where are your gym clothes? Why haven't you changed yet?"

"Oh, sorry," Hiccup could feel the blush of embarrassment sneaking back up his neck, voice slowly lowering in volume as he continued talking, "I'm new here and I didn't know we needed a change of clothes…"

The woman raised an eyebrow in slight disbelief, "Well, I'll let you off for today, but make sure you bring them tomorrow."

"But–"

"No buts, no exceptions, proper attire is required for gym class, mister, I don't need anyone overheating on my watch," she interrupted him sternly.

"But, you don't understand. I can't wear normal shoes," he broke eye contact, playing with the sleeves of his sweater.

"And why is that?" she demanded, wondering what crazy excuse this child had for not wearing shoes; really, she already had one student to deal with as far as footwear was concerned, she didn't need another.

Hiccup took a deep breath, before mumbling, "My prosthetic won't fit in normal shoes."

"Oh," her posture loosened slightly in surprise, pausing for a moment before continuing "jeez, I'm sorry kid, but I can't allow you to go without proper gym attire; you see, it counts for a large part of your grade, but it's more due to the danger of overheating. And don't worry about the other students; I tolerate no bullying in my gymnasium. You'll have to sit out for today, but I expect you to come fully prepared next class, understood?"

The brunette sighed, realizing this was a battle he could not win, "Understood."

For the next half hour, Hiccup waited by the entrance to the gym, splitting his attention between the oh so riveting game and the ghost standing, or was she floating, at the other side of the gym. She seemed strangely content and, for a lack of a better term, uninterested in Hiccup's ability to see her which was a first for the boy. Scratch that. Not a first, but definitely unusual. He also couldn't tell why she was here. Was she following the boy, the girl, or both? And why? He might be able to catch her after school, or perhaps he should wait to see if she approached him. In any case, the bell had rung and Hiccup lifted his back pack from the floor and promptly exited. His next class, algebra-3-trigonometry, passed uneventfully, the only abnormality being that the class consisted mostly of juniors. A small smile snuck upon Hiccup's lips as he made his way to his final class of the day, advanced art. Like engineering, Hiccup assumed that this class would include students from multiple grade levels.

Hiccup entered the large classroom. Instead of individual desks, the room was filled with long tables. Two large windows filled one wall of the class room, while the other two were covered by cabinets filled with art supplies. Hiccup took a seat in the corner next to one of the windows. As the other students began to trickle in, Hiccup took out his new sketchbook, the one Gobber had bound for him just before he left Berk. The class held a total of nine students, including Hiccup, one of which was a tall, pale girl with sparkling, green eyes, bubbling over with excitement. Her most noticeable feature was the thick braid of blond hair, trailing towards the floor. She practically danced over to Hiccup.

"Hi! My name's Rapunzel. It's so nice to meet you!" she flashed a brilliant smile, hand outstretched.

Hiccup gazed up at her in surprise, pausing midway through detailing a wing. The elder teen wore a long purple dress covered in golden suns. She, like the whitette, was barefoot. Hiccup was beginning to question the strictness of the school's dress code.

"Uh, hi, I'm Hiccup," he replied nervously, took her outstretched hand, and proceeded to almost get his arm ripped out of its socket due to her enthusiastic greeting.

"That's an interesting name, Hiccup, I like it. Are you new here? I haven't seen you before," she questioned, plopping down in the seat next to his and pulling out a pink sketch book.

"Thanks? Yeah, I'm new," Hiccup replied, pausing their conversation to hear the welcoming speech from the teacher.

When the rounded man finished speaking, he allowed his students the class period for independent drawing and getting to know one another. Their first assignment would be given next class.

"Oh, this is so exciting!" Rapunzel squealed as the small class relaxed, "I just love art, don't you? I can't wait for our first project. Oh, oh, oh, what kinds of media do you like to use?"

Hiccup chuckled slightly at the girl's enthusiasm, "Uh, yeah, I like art. I've never met anyone else who does. I–"

"Really! Who doesn't like art?" she asked, green eyes wide in disbelief.

The younger teen began twirling his pencil and rolled his eyes, "Oh, I don't know, the whole population of Berk?"

"Berk?" Rapunzel questioned, testing the new word on her lips as she wrinkled her nose, "Well, that's a shame, but to each their own, I guess…"

Hiccup turned back to his sketch as the elder teen trailed off. His attention was slowly lost in his work of jagged teeth and curving tails. It took Rapunzel a couple tries to call him back to Earth.

"-cup…Hey, Hiccup!"

He jumped and dropped his pencil, the small tool rolling off the table and onto the tiled floor, "Uh, y-yes?"

Rapunzel giggled at his fumbling, reaching down and returning the writing utensil, "You never answered my question. What kind of media do you prefer to use?"

"Oh, sorry, uhm, I guess if I had to choose, it'd be charcoal? Though, I'd like to experiment more with colored pencils, or maybe try painting. But, yeah, for the most part it's just been graphite and charcoal," he shrugged dismissively before questioning the blond, "What media do you like to use?"

"I love to paint! Heh, you should see my house, I'm pretty sure there isn't a blank spot left. Colored pencils are also a lot of fun, but I've never tried charcoal before. We should switch supplies, huh?" She laughed, absentmindedly sketching a bird at the edge of a used piece of paper.

Hiccup stared at the drawing in curiosity. It was a portrait of a male with large eyes and the beginnings of a beard on his chin. A smirk played across his lips, thick eyebrows raised in slight challenge as if asking 'do you really think you can capture my perfection?' and Hiccup would have to say that yes, Rapunzel did. His hair was parted to the side, ears slightly larger than average. The only oddity was that a giant sticker of a frying pan had been placed in the center of his face, covering up his nose. Rapunzel followed Hiccup's stare and giggled.

"That's my friend, Flynn," she spoke, causing the younger teen to jump slightly, "the frying pan is a little joke of ours, I'm sure it must look rather strange."

"Oh, no, well, yeah, a little strange, I guess, but overall it's brilliant. I mean, I've never seen him before, but you managed to capture a lot of emotion in his expression. It's really good," Hiccup stuttered gesturing somewhat sporadically.

"Aww, thanks Hiccup, that's really sweet of you," she smiled before turning her attention towards the table, "but I'm more interested in what you're drawing. Is that a dragon?"

Hiccup tried to push down the blush rising towards his cheeks, "Uh, yeah, it is, heh, lame huh?"

"Hiccup," Rapunzel began, her voice stern, "I just said I was interested in it and you must not believe that with how much effort you're putting into it, so why would you say it's lame? I think it's really cool!"

Shy green eyes flicked upwards in surprise, "You-you really think he's cool?" at her nod, a goofy grin spread across his face, "Really? This is actually my first time trying to draw a Zippleback, you know, it's hard to keep the wings in proportion while still making them large enough to support the extra head and tail, but I think I've just about got it."

"That's great Hiccup! You called this one a Zippleback, right? What does that mean?" Rapunzel asked with genuine curiosity.

"Oh, the Zippleback is a species of dragon. They're lots more of these guys, from all different cultures. The Zippleback is from Nordic legends. The Norse were really organized, they had a whole book of dragons where they kept track of the characteristics and behavior of each species. Some of them even have rough sketches and–"

Hiccup paused as the bell sounded for dismissal. He lowered his arms, which had been waving around wildly as he spoke, and his cheeks began to warm as he realized his rambling had taken over once more. Rapunzel just flashed another dazzling smile as she stood, her backpack already full.

"You sure know a lot about dragons, Hiccup. Could you tell me more about them next class?" her smile somehow widened as the brunette nodded timidly, "Alright then, I'll see you later Hiccup. Oh, and welcome to Burgess. I hope you like it here!"

A grin snuck onto the teen's face as he slung his backpack over one shoulder and hurried out into the crowds. Eventually Hiccup found himself outside the front entrance, buses lined up before him ready to take students home. Instead of entering one of the yellow monsters, Hiccup ran up to a rusting bike rack, fumbled for the keys in his pocket, then mounted his black and blue steed. He paused a moment, that shiver racing up his spine. The woman from before was standing next to the whitette, who now donned a dark blue hoodie. Hiccup grew nervous, wondering if he should approach the woman or not. His answer came when a pair of icy blue eyes found his own. Hiccup buckled his helmet and took off, weaving through crowds as that shiver continued to plague him.

**Thanks for reading! The next chapter will switch perspectives. Oh, and please let me know if anyone sounds OOC, I'll do my best to fix it!**


	3. Chapter 3

**Here's chapter 3. It's a little shorter and more of a filler, but I wanted to give a little glimpse into Jack's life and a hint as to who the ghost is. I also want to offer a special thanks to everyone who's reviewed thus far! Again, I only own the plot and I hope you enjoy the chapter.**

Jack waved Merida off, waiting for the other students and buses to disperse. Absentmindedly, he glanced around until locking eyes with that kid from earlier. The freckled boy froze as Jack turned to him, forest green eyes widening before taking off on his bike. Weird. Jack watched the boy swerve away on the empty sidewalk. The whitette shook his head, wondering who would trust such an uncoordinated kid with a bicycle. Jack had been surprised when the young male entered his classroom that morning. The freckled teen barely looked thirteen, much less fifteen, but looks could be deceiving. Jack decided he had wasted enough time staring after the brunette and that it was time to start his lonely trek to the middle school. A cool breeze ruffled his white locks, foretelling the coming of autumn. Jack pulled up his hood, slung his backpack over one shoulder, and started walking. About a half hour later, the whitette found himself at the entrance to Burgess Middle. Dropping his backpack in the mulch, Jack slouched onto a bench. Reluctantly, the teen pulled out the book he received from English earlier that day. Really, who assigned homework on the first day school? By the time children began filing out of the educational prison, Jack had read through the first three chapters and begrudgingly found interest in Dante's plight. He stood up when three pairs of feet had joined him. Jack smiled as the preteens grumbled about their teachers and chattered excitedly about classes they shared with friends. The walk to the elementary school flew by with company and the babble continued as they waited for the rest of their crew. Eventually, the four were joined by ten elementary-schoolers, ranging from first to fifth grade.

"Jack!" a young girl with straight, shoulder length brown hair launched herself at the whitette.

The teen caught her, spinning in a circle before depositing the giggling girl atop his shoulders and pretending to lurch under her light weight, "Hey Sunny, oof, how many books did you shove in that thing?"

"Jack," the girl laughed, giving him a playful smack, "it's not that heavy!"

Sinking closer to the ground and giggling children with each step, Jack tried to keep the grin off his face, "Ugh, I-I don't think I can make it!"

He slumped to the sidewalk, lying so that the brown eyed girl would stay upright. Soon three or four other bodies jumped atop him, joining the brown-eyed girl.

"Somebody help! I've fallen and cannot get up," Jack pleaded, reaching out one hand before letting it fall limp to the earth.

The children burst into laughter, a couple latching onto his hands to pull him upwards.

"Come on Jack! We're hungry, let's go home and eat!"

Jack finally stood, wobbling slightly as he balanced Sunny on his shoulders before taking the hands of two first graders, "Alright, alright, I'm coming."

It only took about fifteen more minutes for the group to reach a tall brick building. It had three floors, each with four windows, and a basement. Bedrooms were on the second floor and the third held a recreational room, while the main floor held the greeting area, the kitchen, and dining table. The basement was a storage unit, rarely ventured except by the bravest or most bored children. A large sign hung above the doorway, a little crooked, with the words 'Burgess Home for Children' in large white letters. Sometimes after a large snow, the words would disappear, so that the sign appeared to be a blank canvass, just like the futures of the children who lived here.

Jack held back a sigh as he entered his 'home', thanking the young blond who held open the door for the others. Once inside, the eldest orphan set his sister on the floor, releasing a large sigh before allowing a sly smirk to curl his lips.

"I call cups!"

The young brunette sighed as he locked the door to his bedroom. He could hear the low mutterings of the television as his father relaxed on the couch downstairs. Why did every interaction with the giant of a man have to be so awkward? Hiccup couldn't last one dinner without feeling the need to escape upstairs. A light purr interrupted his internal grumblings as a mass of midnight-blue fur rubbed against right leg.

"Hey Bud! Did ya miss me?" the teen asked, lifting the crippled cat into his arms and plopping on his bed.

Hiccup laid back, allowing Toothless to curl up on his chest, blinking at him with those toxic green eyes. The brunette let his thoughts wander as the vibrating cat soothed him into a relaxed state. During his short jaunt with Toothless, Hiccup located the library, less than a block from his house. A mental map began to form in his mind, a little star where the library stood. Since Hiccup had no access to a computer at home, he would have to depend on a public source for both school projects and personal research. Thinking of personal research…Hiccup sat up, ignoring Toothless's meow of disapproval, and began rummaging through his bag. He flipped through his folders before locating the sketch of the woman from earlier that day. He jumped up, ignoring the squeak of his prosthetic, opened up his sock drawer, and shoved his hands underneath the pile of clothes. Toothless watched Hiccup from the bed, his tail flicking in mild irritation as the boy retrieved a large binder from beneath his undergarments and returned. He flipped over the cover, snapped open the rings, and slipped in the newest sheet of paper. Hiccup took a moment to flip through the other cases before closing the binder and returning it to his hiding place. It's not like Stoick often entered his son's room, much less took the time to search it, but Hiccup would rather be safe than sorry. The brunette returned to the bed, scratching under the feline's chin until the purring resumed. Hiccup sighed as he curled up around Toothless, trailing his fingers through his silky fur.

"What do you think Toothless? Think I'll see her tomorrow?" the brunette whispered, watching those toxic eyes blink open.

Toothless stretched slightly, rolling his head around before staring straight at his human. He reached out his front, right paw and batted at Hiccup's nose, claws sheathed.

A chuckle escaped from the brunette, "You're right. I shouldn't worry about it yet. Not much I can do now, can I?"

Hiccup would've sworn to anyone who would listen that a wide grin stretched across the feline's face as he rolled onto his back, rubbing his head against the comforter. The brunette obliged the cat, scratching the exposed belly and allowing Toothless to gnaw at his hand playfully. Soon the two were in a scuffle, rolling off the bed and onto the floor, dilated toxic green eyes trained on the fingered appendage as Hiccup moved his hand across the ground, watching the black head flit back and forth. After the two friends tired of their play, they moved back to the bed, leaving the moonlight to dance across the floor. Hiccup sat cross-legged, Toothless curled in his lap, a book in one hand, the other occupied with combing through his friend's fur. At the end of the chapter, he set the book on his bedside table, running both hands across the sleepy cat.

"Hey Toothless," Hiccup mumbled, continuing after seeing the ear flick denoting that his friend was listening, "how would you feel about coming to school with me one day?"

Two green eyes flickered open, staring upwards at the boy before narrowing.

"Aw, come on, it wouldn't be that bad. Guy just wants to take a look at your leg, I'm sure he'd be gentle. It might not even have to be the whole day," Hiccup tried again, tilting his head to the side.

The cat flicked his tail, standing, stretching, and then leaving the warm lap.

"Toooothleeeeess. I'm not saying any time soon, maybe after I test out this new design. Just…at least consider it?" Hiccup pleaded, watching the feline groom his front paw.

Toothless paused in his grooming, padded over to his human, and rubbed against him.

"Thanks Bud," Hiccup grinned, scratching beneath the cat's chin.

Toothless smiled again, nudging the boy with his head before pawing at the covers.

"Okay, you're right, it's late. I'll go get changed then head to bed," the brunette relented, reaching for his pajamas.

After yelling goodnight to his father and receiving a well-wishing grunt in return, Hiccup curled up beneath the covers. Toothless hopped onto the bed, kneading at the pillows before finding the spot suitable for rest. A low, rumbling purr emanated from the cat, lulling the brunette to sleep.

"Goodnight Toothless."

**Thanks for reading! For now the updates will be frequent, because I'm on break, but once school starts up again, I have no idea when/if I'll be able to update. Also, sorry if there's any confusion, but I'm only giving names to characters that appear in the films, so Sunny (it's a nickname) is Jack's sister and the other children are thus far left unnamed. If that's confusing or annoying just let me know. Things will pick up a bit next chapter =)**


	4. Chapter 4

**Hi, here's chapter four. Day 2 started to get super long, so I split it into two chapters. The identity of the ghost won't be revealed until next chapter, sorry. Also, Merida speaks in this section, so I apologize for my attempt at her accent. I own nothing but the plot and I hope you enjoy reading!**

Hiccup wormed through the mob of students gathered in the atrium awaiting the start of school. The sound of a distinctive, boisterous laugh froze the boy mid-step. Shock withheld his dread as the brunette slowly turned to his left, green eyes searching the crowds. Next to the pillar stood a tall male with long reddish-brown hair, wiping a tear from his olive-green eye. A blue tattoo stretched across his left eye, three long, blue streaks, as if some giant creature had slashed its claws across his face. Hiccup couldn't see it from his angle, but he knew a matching tattoo lay on the male's right arm. The male straightened up and Hiccup shrunk beneath the crowds, praying to the gods that he would escape detection. As quickly as possible, the brunette slipped through the masses, all but running to his first class. Hiccup collapsed into his chair, breathing heavily as his mind processed what he had just seen. Dagur. Dagur was in the atrium. Dagur attended Burgess High. Dagur lived in Burgess. Hiccup was doomed. Nope, this was it. He should go write his will while he can. He'd leave what little he owned to Toothless. There, it was settled. With Dagur within a three mile radius, Hiccup wouldn't last the week. A shaky chuckle escaped the brunette when he realized his hands were shaking. It'd been almost a year since he'd seen his deranged tormentor. That visit had been cut mercifully short and he had not been forced to withstand the menace alone. Now, however, Hiccup was trapped inside a building for seven hours with the maniac, without the protection of his father or Oswald.

The brunette was so absorbed in his thoughts that he almost missed the shiver that ran up his already trembling form. Hiccup, glad for any distraction from his inevitable demise, glanced up, expecting to see the woman from yesterday. To his surprise, it was not the woman trailing after the barefoot male, but a man. He had short, dark brown hair and piercing blue eyes. He was looking straight at Hiccup and smiled when he caught the boy's attention. The man offered a little wave, laughing at the boy's confused expression. Glancing around the room to make sure no one was watching, Hiccup offered a small wave of his own, earning a larger grin from the specter. Hiccup spent the rest of class sending the ghost secret glances and recording his features on a new sheet of paper. Although the man seemed friendly, he didn't approach Hiccup and just silently followed the two teens out of the classroom. Once in the halls, the brunette did his best to disappear into the crowd. He glanced down at his schedule and saw that he would only attend every other class, so he made his way to biology. His teacher took full advantage of the longer class period. After a brief tutorial on how to use a microscope, he assigned each student a slide containing multiple cells and required them to create a visual replica of what they observed. Microscopes were divvied out along with the slides. Hiccup found the task exciting, for it was his first time using the device. After drawing his observations, the brunette spent the rest of class playing around with the instrument. His concentration was broken by a loud shattering crash. The boy jumped, eyes snapping towards the sound of Scottish swearing.

"Oh cac! Ye got ta be kiddin meh!" the ginger girl screeched, bemoaning her broken slide.

"Merida!" the teacher exclaimed, "I don't care if it's in another language, I do not allow profanity in my class. You'll be staying after to clean up this mess."

The ginger, Merida, groaned and threw up her hands in the air. The whitette chuckled at his friend's distress.

"Wow Mer, what did that thing insult you or something?"

"Oh shu' up ya stuhpid snowman!" she shouted pushing the chuckling teen over.

The ghost was laughing with the whitette and looked as if he tried to speak, something along the lines of are you okay? The teen waved his hand in the air dismissively, smirking then opening his mouth to respond. Before he could, the bell rang.

He shook his head, "Have fun cleaning, princess. I'll be sure to save you a seat."

The whitette winked, chuckling as the ginger's curses followed him out the door. Hiccup, however, wasn't paying attention to that. The brunette's mind was trained on the exchange he had just witnessed. The older teen with white hair and bare feet had, in the course of two days, been followed by two different ghosts, both of which seemed unsurprised and uncaring when a living human saw them. Just now, it almost looked as if the teen had seen the male ghost and had been about to respond to him before the bell interrupted. Could it be…could this white haired teen also communicate with the dead? Hiccup gasped and leaned against the lockers for support. A small part of his brain wondered when he had entered the hall, but that was ignored in favor of this pondering this possibility. It could all be coincidence, the boy reminded himself. But the chance still existed and Hiccup knew the one sure way to find out. He had to talk to the ghost that was following the older boy. With a new sense of purpose and butterflies in his stomach, Hiccup took off down the fairly empty hallway. However, his plight was all but forgotten when a large, beefy hand latched onto his stick-like arm and pulled him down a secluded hallway.

"Wha– " the boy yelped in surprise, instinctually struggling against the iron hold.

He froze in horror as he faced his captor, "Oh ho ho ho. Hiccup! I didn't know you went to my school!"

The tall male flashed a grin of sharpened teeth, his eyes large and wild, "Oh, whaddaya know. H-Hey, Dagur. I, uh, I didn't know you went here either…"

"Aha! It must be fate then, brother. Now I can see you every day!" the larger boy laughed, not having loosened his grip in the slightest.

"Wha? Brother? Every day?" Hiccup repeated, stunned by the fact that he had not been pounded into the wall yet and confused by Dagur's strange behavior.

"Yes brother. It's been too long hasn't it? Come, let's go catch up and have some _fun_," the male's grin darkened as he began pulling the younger teen away.

"Wha-wait, no!" Hiccup yelled, twisting and tugging his arm with all his little might, "Dagur, l-let go of me!"

The small brunette knew what Dagur's idea of fun consisted of and was pretty sure he wouldn't survive it. The lopsided grin warped into a dangerous frown. A yelp of pain escaped the younger teen as his back and head were harshly introduced to the lockers, his small backpack doing little to soften the collision. Hiccup kicked weakly, reaching for the ground or perhaps Dagur's leg. His hands were busy clawing at the limb wrapped around his skinny neck.

"I said," Dagur growled, his voice no longer jovial, but low and menacing, "We're gonna have some fun."

Hiccup could only squeak in response, eliciting a dark laugh from Dagur. The smaller boy paused in his struggling, staring straight into olive orbs. Dagur's eyes were always filled with a deranged light that would darken depending on his mood. Now, however, there was something new, some strange glint that Hiccup couldn't recognize. It frightened him more than the hand squeezing his windpipe. The edges of Hiccup's vision were slowly turning black. Dagur came from that darkness, a demon sent to end his short existence.

"Oi!" a loud voice shouted, surprising Dagur enough to slacken his grip, "Wha' ahr yah doin' tah 'im?"

Hiccup gasped for air, slowly turning to face his savior.

Merida grumbled as she left biology. Stupid teacher, stupid glass, stupid science! Her stomach made its discomfort known, reminding the Scottish lass exactly what she was late for. Picking up her pace and promising many pains should Jack not have saved her a place, she quickly made her way down the hallway.

"Ah!" a voice exclaimed accompanied by the sound of lockers rattling.

Immediately, the red-head's blood began to boil, stomach forgotten. If there was one thing Merida couldn't stand, it was bullying. It was worse than all of her mother's pointless etiquette lessons, her brothers' pranks, and the accent jokes combined. The teen rolled up her sleeves and ran towards where she heard the comotion. She turned a corner and there they were, that madman Dagur and the scrawny boy from her English class.

"Oi!" she called, clenching her fists as she stared the giant down, "Wha' ahr yah doin' tah 'im?"

Dagur growled as the boy gasped for breath, turning to face her with a feral grin, "Hiccup and I were just about to have a little fun. Weren't we, Hiccup?"

Merida retorted as the small brunette scoffed, "It didan' look like fun tah meh, yah nastay brute! Now let the wee lamb go befoh Ay make yah."

Dagur narrowed his eyes, tension building in the air. Suddenly, the large male burst into laughter, head lifted towards the ceiling, both hands curled around his stomach. The boy stumbled back towards Merida the moment he was released. Dagur continued for a good minute before stopping abruptly and smiling at the duo.

"Oh, I like your friend. She certainly knows how to bring the funny! Ahaha, I am amused and hungry," he laughed as he passed the two younger students, Merida purposefully placing herself between Dagur and the boy, "I guess our fun will just have to wait. See you later, Hiccup."

The giant released another insane cackle as he left, almost drowning out the younger boy's shudder behind her. Once Merida was sure the maniac was gone, she turned around. The boy was huddled against the wall, hands curled at his chest, green eyes watching where Dagur disappeared to.

"Oi," Merida called, softer than before.

Nevertheless, the smaller boy jumped, turning to face her and opening his mouth.

Merida was faster, "Yah gotta name fishbone?"

He nodded quickly, "Uh, yeah, I-I'm Hiccup. Th–"

"Hiccup?" Merida questioned, testing the strange name on her lips, "Is tha yah real name?"

"Well, yes, I–"

The ginger burst into laughter, the hearty, non-maniacal kind. A blush rose up Hiccup's neck as the girl continued to guffaw at his name.

After a while, he huffed, crossing his arms with a pout, "It's not that funny."

"Yeah it is. An' I though' Dagur wa' a strange one," she chuckled a little longer, then grabbed the boy's wrist, pulling him down the hall, "Well, now tha' tha's ovah we bettah get some grub in yah!"

"Wha–Bu–" the boy tried as he stumbled after the red-head.

Merida chuckled, wagging a finger back at the boy, "No buts Hiccup! Like I said, ye be not'in bu' a wee fishbone. An' I'll not leave ya alone while tha' brute is on th' prowl. Now on with ye. Jack canno' save those seats forevah!"

Hiccup just opened and closed his mouth a few times, too bewildered by the recent turn of events to argue. Merida peered into the crowded lunchroom, searching for that telltale shock of white hair. Soon enough she found the taller teen and began pushing her way through the masses, dragging the shorter boy behind her. Jack was settled with his back against a pillar, backpack beside him, and small unidentified sandwich in hand. Merida waved, catching his attention before finishing her trek and plopping down, bringing the freckled boy with her.

Icy blue eyes shifted from the younger teen to Merdia, then back again, "Well, lookie what the cat dragged in. What could you have possibly done that warranted Merida dragging you over to the prankster king?"

Forest green eyes widened as the boy opened his mouth to either defend himself or Merida, when the red-head cut in, "Wha' did I tell ye abou' runnin' yah mouth, Frost? It's nay good to anyone! Now, if ye woul' shut yah trap for a second ay could tell yah wha' happened."

Jack raised his arms in surrender, "Yikes, I apologize your highness, go right ahead."

Merida fumed as she watched that smug smirk curl upon her best friend's face, "Frost, I swahr! If ye donna stop with thi' 'princess' an' 'highness' business, I'll shoot yah head clean off!"

The whitette grinned, winking at the freckled teen, "Alright Mer, I'll cut it out. Just hurry up."

"Alrigh'. I wa' walkin' tah lunch when I 'eard a high pitched scream. So, I 'urried down tha hall an' found none otha than Dagur 'olding up thi' fishbone by his neck. So, I went down thar an' scared the brute off!" Merida finished, holding her hands at her hips and all but shouting in triumph.

Jack's eyes widened, glancing over at the younger teen to see bruises beginning to form around his small throat, "Whoa, so I guess you played the prince this time, Mer…fighting off the fearsome dragon Dagur to save our freckled princess!"

Merida glared at the whitette's laughter, noting the deep blush forming on the younger boy's face, "Aww, leave 'im alone. Don' yah think 'e's been through enough withou' yer teasin'?"

Throughout their entire conversation, Hiccup's eyes had been darting between the teens and somewhere off to the side and behind Jack, as if waiting for Dagur to appear again. Merida huffed, angry at her friend for further distressing the already anxious boy.

"Uh, Merida, he may be right though. I really want to-to thank you for saving me from Dagur. If not, I'd be a gonner," the brunette spoke softly but sincerely.

Jack chuckled nervously, "A gonner? I know Dagur's pretty bad, but it's not like he would've killed you, kid. Just try to stay out of his way and you'll be fine."

Hiccup shook his head, "No, no, I'm pretty positive Dagur is capable of murder. I mean, he's almost killed me a few times before."

"What!?" both elder teens exclaimed.

Hiccup stared at them in slight confusion, as if not understanding why they were so surprised, "Y-yeah, I mean, I'm kinda surprised he didn't chuck one of his knives at me, it seems to be a favorite pastime of his."

"Whoa, whoa, whoa. Hold your horses freckles. First of all, who are you and how do you know Dagur; second of all, knives?!" Jack questioned, waving his arms to get the boy's attention.

"Oh, sorry, I'm Hiccup," the boy continued, giving an eye roll as Jack sniggered, "and I've known Dagur since…forever? You see, his dad and my dad are old friends, so Oswald would bring Dagur with him when he came to visit. They thought it would be the greatest if their sons were friends, right? So they had the bright idea of leaving us alone together for some 'bonding time' while they talked about the glory days. I don't know if you've noticed, but Dagur is insane. The kids from my hometown still call him Dagur the Deranged."

"Wait," Jack interrupted, eyebrows raised in question, "Your father left you alone with that nut-job? What, is he blind?"

Hiccup shook his head, "No. I don't think he realizes just how bad Dagur is, no matter how many times I tell him. My father always thought that spending time with Dagur would toughen me up or something, I don't know. Though, he pretty much stopped leaving me alone with him after Dagur tried to drown me."

"Wha!" Merida exclaimed, her face twisting in horror and outrage, "Tha' beast tried ta drown ya?"

"Yeah. I don't know what kind of reputation Dagur has built for himself here, but back in Berk just about everyone knows he's a menace. I mean, he called hide-and-go-seek hide-and-go-maim. He uses me to practice knife throwing. He once locked Fishlegs in a cage and force-fed him rotten cod. The twins refuse to speak about their experience, but they didn't leave their 'dark, soggy, alone place' for a week. I've been threatened, tackled, beaten, tied-up, almost drowned…well, you get the idea," the boy finished, arms wrapped tightly around his legs with his head resting atop his knees.

Jack released a long whistle, "Whoa, I knew the dude was crazy, but that's like a whole new level of insane. How is he not in jail yet?"

Hiccup only shrugged, having lost his appetite. Merida shared a pointed look with Jack, who grinned in confirmation. He turned back to the freckled boy, a mischievous glint in his eye.

"Well, Hiccup my friend, it looks like we'll be seeing quite a bit of each other from here on out. After all, we can't leave our little damsel to be eaten by the deranged dragon, now can we?" Jack smirked as Hiccup grew pink.

Merida chortled as the bell signaled for the end of lunch, "Fer once, yer right Frost. We'll 'ave ta keep a keen eye on our wee lamb. Why don' cha show 'im ta th' boys' locker room?"

"It would be my honor," Jack smirked as he pulled the smaller boy up and wrapped an arm around him, "Come fair, freckled Hiccup, away!"

The red-head smiled as she watched her friend drag off the reddening youth.

**Thanks for reading! Next chapter will switch back to Hiccup's perspective and you'll get to see his take on what's going on. **


	5. Chapter 5

**Alright, here's chapter 5! I don't own anything but the plot and I hope you enjoy this chapter =)**

Hiccup found himself walking in a daze. Nothing made sense anymore and the brunette was finding it difficult to keep up. He barely noticed when the whitette, Jack his mind recalled, released him.

"Uh, hey there sleeping short-stuff. Are you okay?" Jack asked, waving his hand repeatedly in front of Hiccup's face.

The brunette snapped out of his stupor to find himself surrounding by rows of grey lockers, the room filled with the incoherent babblings of sophomore males. At some point while Hiccup was off staring into the recesses of an open locker, Jack had changed into his sportswear, the ghost no longer in sight. The brunette blinked a few times, green meeting blue.

"Oh good, there you are. Um, you probably want to go get changed now. Class is gonna start soon," Jack said, glancing at the clock to their left.

Hiccup swallowed nervously, looking down at his left leg, "Oh, um, okay. Um, I'll be there in a minute."

"Alright, see you soon, Hic," Jack left, taking the hint.

The brunette grumbled about the nickname, but didn't pursue the matter. He just didn't have the energy at the moment to combat the older boy's teasing. Hiccup took a moment to gain his bearings and reflect on his findings. During his lunchroom conversation, the brunette had kept a careful watch on the male ghost. He spoke slowly, seeing if the spirit would give him any clues. Each time Hiccup spoke of his father or Dagur's father, those blue eyes lit up and he pointed to himself with his thumb, before pointing towards Jack. The man was either Jack's biological, adoptive, or figurative father. Now that Hiccup thought of it, they did share the same eyes and similar smirks. If this was the case, Hiccup thought it safe to assume that the woman from yesterday, who seemed to be the same age as the man, was Jack's mother. This would explain why the two were hanging around the whitette, but it still left a major question unanswered. Could Jack see them?

Realizing that he had once again lost himself in thought, the brunette shook his head and turned to the task at hand. Hiccup cast a nervous eye about, double-checking that he was alone in his row, before reaching into his backpack and removing the plastic bag containing his gym clothes. The young teen sighed, replacing his shirt before struggling with his prosthetic. It took the boy a few minutes, but eventually he was dressed in a loose t-shirt, knee-length shorts, and one sneaker. Hiccup tried to ignore the pasty color of his freckled legs, the slight height difference between his right and left leg, and the shine of his prosthetic in the artificial lighting. He forced his gaze upwards, thankful that he had remembered to bandage his left leg and cover up the scar tissue. There was really nothing more the brunette could do, so he entered the gym, clinging to the wall and hoping not to be seen. Obviously his wishes were left unanswered and soon the entire class was gawking at the strange piece of metal attached to the new kid's shin. Hiccup did his best to resist grimacing as his new acquaintances approached.

"Whoa, wha' 'appened to yah?" Merida asked, blatantly staring at the artificial appendage.

Hiccup unconsciously clenched his fists, holding them at chest level. He hunched slightly, eyes landing everywhere but on the two curious teens before him.

"I, uh, I…I'd rather not talk about it," he replied, not daring to glance at their reactions.

"Wow, that must be some piece of work. I didn't even notice something was off," Jack cut off whatever Merida was about to say, elbowing her in the side.

Hiccup looked up shyly, feeling lighter when he found no disgust in their gazes, "Yeah, it's exactly the same length as my other leg, but the spring is what really does the trick. Running is still a little awkward at times, but other than that…"

The brunette trailed off, offering a little shrug to finish his statement. Jack grinned, slinging an arm around the shorter boy and the other around Merida. A small smile snuck its way across Hiccup's face. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad after all? Hiccup did his best to keep up during warm-up laps, but ended up watching Jack and Merida race each other around the gym. Each time they lapped him a chorus of 'Hey Hic' rang out, a momentary lapse in their bickering. Hiccup took this chance to scan the gym, forest eyes searching for ghostly blue. He paused next to the man, leaning against the side of the gym. Hiccup bent over, hands on his knees and bangs obscuring his face, pretending to catch his breath.

"Hi, I'm Hiccup," he whispered, "Could I talk with you?"

"Sure," the man's voice was slightly deeper than Jack's and easily kept pace as Hiccup continued his labored jog, "Nice to meet you Hiccup."

The boy grinned, excited to talk with ghost. He felt back in his element, helping the dead was one thing Hiccup knew he could succeed in.

"It's nice to meet you too, mister…" the teen trailed off, waiting for the man to fill in the blank as a pair of 'Hey Hic's passed by.

"Frost. You can call me Mr. Frost. My wife told me about you yesterday. I must say, I was surprised to see she was right," he chuckled, a smile stretching across his face, "I've never met a child who could see us before."

Hiccup faltered in his step, almost crashing into a small group lapping him. He did his best to squash the feeling of disappointment that threatened to knock him over. Hiccup knew from the start that the chances of finding another who could communicate with the dead were slim, but still…

"You alright there Hiccup?" Mr. Frost questioned, concern and confusion laced through his voice.

"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine," he lied, forcing a small smile back onto his face, "So, um, may I ask you some questions, or do you have any requests for me, or–"

The whistle signaling the transition to their next activity sounded, cutting his conversation short.

"I'd love to talk with you some more later Hiccup, but for now you should head back to class, my son's waiting for you," the man spoke quickly, retreating to the wall and ushering the teen to turn around.

Hiccup did so, seeing the read-head and whitette approaching, fighting over who was victorious in their little race. Three rounds of soccer followed. Hiccup happened to be on the winning team once and was always on a team with either Jack or Merida. He never landed a hit on the black and white sphere, but that was nothing new for the brunette. Athletics had never really been his forte and he supposed they never would be. Merida and Jack, on the other hand, really contributed to the games, yet they always seemed to bicker. Hiccup accepted this as normal behavior for the two friends shrugged it off. The students were let off seven minutes early to change and pack up. Most of the males were finished rather quickly, the exception being Hiccup who had to work around his prosthetic. Jack and Merida waited for the small brunette just outside the gym doors, Mr. Frost standing behind his son.

"So, Hic, are you really that bad at soccer or is it…" Jack trailed off, gesturing vaguely towards the other's leg.

Hiccup shook his head, "I've always been this terrible, I couldn't really get any worse."

"I take it you're not a sports guy, then," Jack smirked.

Green eyes rolled as he droned sarcastically caustically, "Oh yeah, bunch of sweaty guys trying to kill each other over a piece of leather? Love it!"

Merida humphed and Hiccup added on, "Or sweaty girls, doesn't matter either way."

The whitette chuckled, "Oh, so you're a sarcastic little bugger under all those freckles."

That only earned Jack another eye roll and a muttered, "Congratulations, someone give the man a prize."

"Ouch, the sass, it's too much," the elder teen clutched at his chest as if wounded.

"Woul' yah stahp yer nonsense Frost? Yer makin a right fool o' yerself," the red-head cut in, punching the jokester in the shoulder.

"Oh Merida, you wound me so!" Jack chuckled as he received another punch, "Okay, okay, I get it. Jeez, you don't have to be so violent."

The ginger rolled her eyes, ignoring the older boy, "So, Hic, where ahr yah off tah?"

"Art," Hiccup responded, jabbing his thumb towards the right.

Jack lit up, "Oh, oh, oh! I'll take him; my next class is down there."

"Alrigh' be meh guest. I got tah stick 'round 'ere fer me next clahss anaway," Merida shrugged, ignoring the furrowed brows of the brunette.

"Um, wait, what?" Hiccup questioned as a long, pale arm wrapped around his shoulders; really, how clingy was this guy?

The bell rang as Jack pulled the younger boy away, waving to Merida, "It's like I said Hic, I'd rather not see you get eaten by that dragon, and from what you told me and Mer, that's a real possibility."

Hiccup shrugged off the offending appendage and stared up at the whitette, brows furrowed in genuine confusion, "But, why do you care?"

Jack seemed a little caught off guard by the question, his grin faltering for a moment, "Um, pretty sure I just told you why, I don't–"

"No, I mean why do you care if Dagur pounds on me at all? You just met me a few hours ago, so why do care?" green eyes searched icy blue.

Hiccup couldn't make heads or tails of this situation. Merida and Jack had done their moral duty, saved him from the bully, and gone beyond the norm by engaging him in conversation. No one had ever wanted to help him before; actually, other people tended to make things worse by joining in on the 'fun'. He was more than grateful to Merida, but he couldn't understand why she and Jack were being so kind to him. It just didn't add up.

A small frown had settled on the whitette's face, looking out of place on his sculpted features, "Why wouldn't we care? Do you expect me and Mer to leave you to that creep? For all we know, he could've been the one to take your leg by the way you described him. I wouldn't leave anyone to that fate, much less a nice kid like you. Is that really so hard to understand?"

Hiccup was about to answer in the affirmative when he felt a large hand force his head down and a small yelp escaped him.

"Shhh. Big, mean, and ugly approaching at ten o'clock," Jack whispered, trying to keep the other boy hidden, "I'd rather not engage that giant if you're right and he does have a knife."

Hiccup just continued to stumble forwards, doing his best not to run into the students in front of him, until the pressure on his head was removed. He stood up and rubbed the back of his neck. Green eyes flitted around, searching for any sign of the terrible visage. Once satisfied the threat was no longer present, he turned his attention back to the whitette.

"Uh, thanks, I guess," he smiled, the color returning to his face.

Jack just waved him off with a grin, "Just doing my job. I'll see you after class, okay? Just wait here for me."

Hiccup nodded slowly, seeing that they had arrived in the art wing, earning a large grin from Jack. He entered the classroom, sending a small wave as the whitette walked off. Hiccup found his seat by the window, thoughts wandering to the events of earlier that day in an attempt to make sense of all that had occurred. A few light jabs at his shoulder brought the brunette back to reality.

"Hi Hiccup, what're you drawing?" the bubbly blonde asked, green eyes staring at him in question.

"Huh?" was his intelligent response, looking down to see that he was doodling, a tall skeletal structure, the particular identity of the figure was unknown to him, so many people had been running through his mind, "uh, no one in particular. So, um, how's it going?"

"Oh, we made the most delicious pies today in Culinary Arts and we started our first project in my sewing class. What about you, have you made any more friends yet? Or explored the town? Oh, ooohhhhh, I know the perfect place to grab a bite. I'll show you and your friends sometime and then I can meet them, oh, and you can meet Flynn, and–" the blonde clasped her hands together in excitement as Hiccup hurriedly erased the pencil marks from the desk.

"Whoa, slow down there Rapunzel, I, uh, I'm not even sure if I have friends yet," he waved his hands in a placating manner as her face fell, "I mean, uh, sure, that sounds great. I mean, I don't know when, but, we should do that at some point, eventually, yeah…"

She brightened immediately as the bell signaled for class to begin. Their first project would be an illustration based on the prompt land, water, and sky. Today would be used for brainstorming. Hiccup and Rapunzel immediately got to work, graphite flying against paper. Rapunzel hummed merrily while she worked, adjusting her position every few minutes to remain comfortable. Hiccup gnawed on his lip in concentration. Small talk passed between the two, Hiccup discovering that Rapunzel had a pet chameleon she sometimes snuck into school and loved to dance. Rapunzel found out that her young friend had a cat and had yet to explore the wooded park a couple blocks from the school. The extended class flew by for both teens and Hiccup found himself enjoying the extra company. Both were caught off guard by the bell signaling the end of the day. Rapunzel waved goodbye enthusiastically, saying something about her friend visiting today so she had to hurry home. Hiccup just smiled and waved her off, shuffling nervously inside the doorway as he waited. Green eyes scanned the crowd for either the whitette or his tormentor. Soon enough a pair of bright blue eyes popped up before him a smug smirk on his face.

"So, you waited after all. Good, Mer would kick my butt if you didn't," he smirked, motioning the brunette forwards.

Hiccup sent him a nervous smile, glancing over the boy's shoulder at his father, "Well, it's like you said, I'd rather not get caught by Dagur."

Jack glanced down at him, "Yeah, about that, you do realize your address is probably in the phonebook and he can look you up. Or follow you home. Or–"

"Yeah, I've thought about that. I figured I'd wait to head home until he did, you know, hide out in the school or something until he leaves. If he ever shows up to my house unannounced, I can just take Toothless and sneak out the back door. Toothless is, uh, he can be quite the effective Dagur repellant," a small chuckle escaped the brunette.

The whitette gave him an inquisitive look, but let the matter drop, "Alright, it looks like you've got this down. Oi, ginger, over here!"

Merida gave him a light punch on the shoulder as she approached the two, "Oh, shu' yer trap ye blahbbin' buffoon. 'Ey Hic, it looks like yah suhvived."

Hiccup offered a small grin, "Thus far, yeah."

"Doncha worry yah wee 'ead, Dagur's already long gone," she smiled and winked.

That earned a real smile from the brunette, "Thanks Merida. I guess I'll be off now. So, uh, I guess I'll talk to you guys later then?"

He watched Mr. Frost nod, mouthing tomorrow as Merida laughed, "Yah bet yer socks we will. Good luck Hiccup! See yah tommorrah!"

Jack ruffled the brunette's hair, earning a grunt and light slap from the boy, "Yeah, catch you later, Hic. Try not to die before tomorrow, kay kid?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes and smiled, "Sure thing, Frosty."

He ran off to his bike as an indignant Jack yelled, "Hey, I'm not a snowman."

Hiccup laughed as rode home, wondering what the next day would bring.

**Thanks for reading! **


	6. Chapter 6

**Here's chapter 6. I own nothing but the plot and hope you enjoy reading!**

Merida grinned as she watched the little brunette dismount his bike, "Oi, Hiccup!"

Startled green eyes flashed towards her, before relaxing into a shy smile. He offered little wave as approached.

"Good morning Merida, What are you doing out here?" He questioned, eyebrows scrunched.

"Waitin' fer ye, now come on then, we go' places tah be," she grinned, grabbing his wrist and running inside.

The boy stumbled along before gaining his footing, "Uh, Merida, you–you know I can walk, right?"

She grinned and ignored him, pulling him through the crowds into their history class where Jack awaited. She also ignored the boy's grumbled "apparently not" as she tugged him over to the whitette.

"Mornin' Jack, look wha' I found!" the red-head gloated, holding up Hiccup's hand as if it were a trophy.

"Oww, um, that, uh, kinda–" the brunette began, but paused as Merida lowered their hands and plopped down in a chair, pulling Hiccup between her and Jack.

The brunette froze and shivered, green eyes wide before clenching shut and mumbling under his breath when they reopened. Merida almost felt a twinge of guilt at the sight of the boy's discomfort. She turned her attention to Jack and flashed a large smile. They hadn't told the freckled teen, but just like everything Jack and Merida did together, they made 'protecting' the younger boy into a competition. It was more fun that way.

"Morning Mer, Hic, what's up?" blue eyes flashed in understanding as another mark was mentally added to Merida's tally.

The two merely shrugged, though while the red-head's was nonchalant, the brunette's seemed almost apologetic. Jack took it in stride, turning to Hiccup with a smirk curling his lips.

"So, Hic, did Dagur force you to the woods yet?"

Merida raised an eyebrow in question, but waited for the brunette's response, "Oh, no, not yet anyway. I mean, I did go to the woods, b-but not because of Dagur. I just, uh, walked Toothless there. Yeah."

"You took your cat on a walk?" the whitette deadpanned, brown eyebrow raised in disbelief.

Hiccup began pulling at his sleeves, "Yeah. Sometimes I think he's more like a dog than a cat…"

The red-head narrowed her eyes, "Tha's one weird beast yah got, I prefer horses meself."

Icy blue orbs rolled, "Oh, not this again. Yes Queen Merida of the Horsedungians, we all submit to your white steed's brilliance."

Merida growled but was caught off by Hiccup's wide green eyes, "You have a horse?"

"Ye bet yer socks! 'is name's Angus an' 'e's tha fastest horse in all o' Burgess," she crowed proudly.

The bell rang as Frost muttered "Yeah, the only horse in Burgess."

Merida stuck out her tongue, really, the boy was just jealous because Angus didn't like him. Now that she thought of it, not many critters liked Jack, with the exception of birds. Merida told the boy as much, earning a giggle from Hiccup, before all three were hushed by their teacher. Merida merely rolled her eyes before chuckling with Jack at the blush that had covered their newest friend. Slight teasing ensued which somehow ended up with an argument between the ginger and whitette, while a bewildered Hiccup tried to figure out if he should try to break it up. The teacher once again intervened with the hollow threat of 'separating' them if they couldn't 'behave'. The two blatantly ignored the authority figure and only quit their squabble when the bell rang.

"So, where yah off tah, Hiccup?" Merida questioned as she grabbed her books, doing her best not to ponder on the torture she would soon be forced to endure.

"Oh, um, engineering. It's, uh, in room 504," he spoke eyes flickering between the two friends.

Merida nodded, ignoring the room number for it meant nothing to her, "Engineering's nahr woodshop if I remembah righ'. I'll take yah, it's nextah mah next class."

Jack smirked, "Oh, bet you can't wait for that, can you Mer."

"Oh shu' yer trap, ye know me mum's intolerable. Sewin', ugh, I can nae string tha' stupid thread through tha' wee needle 'ead. I donnae understan' why anyun woul' wan' tah sew, it's so borin'!" the red-head wailed, flinging her arms into the air in exasperation.

A twinkle shone in those icy blue orbs, "Well, have lots of fun, see ya later!"

Merida stuck out her tongue before motioning the brunette to follow her. He did, stumbling slightly in the crowds. The ginger grabbed his arm to stop him from falling as two rather pompous jocks pushed by, laughing as they did so. She recognized the two bimbos from her adventure-and-pursuits gym class. A wicked grin lit up her face, promising them future pain.

She was shaken from her thoughts by the quiet questioning, "So, uh, Merida, you make sewing sound like such fun. Why'd you take it?"

The sarcasm was clear in the boy's voice, but she still gave a scoff, "Tha' class is torture I swahr. Me mum wan's me tah be a 'proper' lass, bu' I wan' none o' it! She made me take sewin' in exchange for allowin' me tah play sports. Me dad an' I had tah fight 'er tooth an' nail fer tha' but we got it! Bu' still, sewin' is sooooo borin'. I jus' wish she woul' listen tah me more."

"Yeah, tell me about it," he grumbled, before pausing in front of a door, "Ah, I gotta go, so, I, uh, I guess I'll see you later."

He gestured towards the door, offered an awkward wave, and shuffled into the room. Merida quirked an eyebrow, then relaxed and released a chuckle. Hiccup was a strange one indeed, but she found, that's what she liked about him. The red-head's grin only vanished when she remembered what class she was heading to.

Hiccup shook his head as he entered his classroom, trying to rid his mind of stern talks and disappointed stares, that gruff voice rising in shouts of disbelief. No, Hiccup had long since given up on his father listening to him, much less believing him.

"Hey Hiccup, how's it going?" a bright voice shouted.

The young teen glanced up to see Guy waving him over, some sort of contraption laid out on his desk. A small smile tugged at his lips as he walked over. Hiccup set his backpack on the floor, staring at the thing with undisguised curiosity. It was a mixture of metal and some material which looked similar to leather. The leather and metal were interwoven in a straight line across the table with different attachments branching off from it. Hiccup cocked his head, wondering what it could be.

"What are you working on?" he questioned, hands itching to pick the device up and inspect it further.

Guy straightened up and stretched his back, "Oh, this? This is my belt."

"Whoa…what the heck do you use your belt for?" he asked, looking up at the older boy in wonder.

The older teen scratched the back of his head, "Well, you know, um, everything? Yeah, everything. It's really handy."

"How did you make this? What materials did you use and what all does it do?" Hiccup asked, sitting down and staring at the 'belt'.

The rest of class was spent with the two boys discussing and working on the 'belt', which was only a belt in the sense that it sat upon Guy's waist. Hiccup found that, true to the older teen's word, the belt did just about everything. The class period flew by and before either boy realized it, the bell was ringing to signal their departure. Guy left with promises of bringing in his other 'gadgets' to show Hiccup next class on the condition that the younger boy would reciprocate. Hiccup didn't wait long for Merida to appear and the two walked towards the lunch room, meeting the whitette halfway there. Together the trio traversed the hallways, squishing the young brunette between the two taller teens at the passing of Dagur. Hiccup actually managed to eat lunch that day and took his time to observe his new...friends? Could he call them that yet? The brunette wished to, the small aching in his chest confirmed it. He had always been the observer, either watching from afar, or hiding behind a couple of barrels so as to avoid a pummeling. With Jack and Merida, things were different. They would pull him into the conversation, laughing without malicious intent at his feeble attempts at socializing. It was strange, but it made the freckled boy feel warm inside, less hollow. Smiles and laughter fell easily from his lips and time flew like a rocket ship. Soon enough, the trio were heading to the math wing, turning towards different doors.

"Hiccup, where are you going? There's only one Geometry class this hour," Jack asked when the freckled boy said farewell.

The younger boy paused, shifting his weight between his flesh foot and prosthetic, "Oh, ah, I'm not in Geometry, I take Algebra-3-Trig."

The two elder teens stared at him as if he were insane, "Yer takin' Junior math?"

Hiccup just dipped his head in consent.

"Dude, you need to get out more. Yep, it's official, today we head to the woods!" Jack announced, spinning on his heels and pulling Merida along, "See you after class, Freckles."

Hiccup quirked an eyebrow before shrugging and entering his classroom. Those two were weird. Not nerdy weird, or outcast weird, but something Hiccup couldn't quite name. Merida was blunt and boisterous, displaying all her thoughts and emotions without a care as to how they might be received. Not that she was unkind, but the red-head was always forthright with her opinions, unwilling to hide or change based on her surroundings. It was a trait Hiccup had yet to fully grasp, but deeply respected. She remained unfazed by others' comments, well, except for Jack, but that was how the two interacted and were never meant in a harmful way. She was loud, beautiful, and strong. Hiccup couldn't understand why she would want to be anywhere near him. Her relationship with Jack consisted of teasing, laughter, rivalry, and an underlying bond that Hiccup had yet to decipher. Jack was…well, Jack was fun. He always seemed cool and collected, unless he was laughing himself silly at a well-executed prank. Those less observant would call the whitette conceited, but Jack didn't take himself seriously for that. No, the handsome whitette with his chiseled features and subtle muscles was not self-absorbed. Despite his near perfect appearance, most students seemed to ignore Jack. This just added to the brunette's confusion. Combine that with his unusual propensity for giving nicknames and unfounded desire to hang out with Hiccup and the freckled teen found himself justified to label the older teen as weird. Yep, especially when his two elders dragged him off of school grounds once the next bell rang.

"Uh, hey, where are we going?" Hiccup questioned as he did his best not to trip with each teen yanking him onwards by each arm.

"Tah th' woods!" Merida almost sang in glee.

"B-but what about class?" the brunette asked, glancing back at the brick building in alarm.

Jack waved one hand carelessly through the air, "Last block is free period. If you don't have any teachers to visit, you're free to go."

"Then why isn't anyone else leaving?" the brunette challenged, leveling a glare at the older teen.

The whitette chuckled at his friend, "They will be soon, that's why we're getting a head start."

Hiccup continued to stare at the oldest of the trio, trying to determine whether or not he was lying. A mischievous sparkle danced in those icy orbs, though Hiccup could not tell if it was from beating the other students or taking advantage of Hiccup's ignorance. Eventually he chanced a glance at Merida who nodded in agreement. The brunette sighed in surrender and allowed himself to be pulled away from school and towards wherever the two had in mind.

Jack's grin grew and Hiccup sent Mr. Frost a questioning glance. The apparition merely shrugged when the trio veered to the right. It turned out they were heading into the literal woods, not some shop or café named as such. They continued to drag the small boy until they reached a small lake surrounded on three sides by rock. It reminded him of a lake back in Berk, secluded by the rest of the forest like a secret cove. The though brought a smile to the young brunette's face.

"What is this place?" he asked, slowly turning as he took in his surroundings.

Jack smirked, pointing to himself with his thumb, "This, my dear freckled friend, is my lake."

The smirk disappeared as Merida pushed him over, "Yah jus' full o' hot air tahday, aren't ye Frost. Nah, this here be Overlan' lake."

The whitette returned the favor, off-balancing his friend, "And my middle name is Overland, so it's my lake!"

"Donnae be stupid young Frost. Ye know the story o' this lake well as I do," she paused and turned to Hiccup, holding out her hands for dramatic effect, "They say, tha' long ago, a boy wa' skatin' on th' lake in winter. Some say he wa' skatin' with his sistah, some say his girlfriend, but all know he wa' the only one to fall beneath tha ice. The icy wa'er froze 'im to tha bone an' he was no more. Some say 'is body is still down thar, preserved forevahr at tha bottom of th' lake. They named it Overlan' aftah 'is family name," she finished grinning, enjoying Hiccup's reaction.

Jack scowled as Hiccup scanned their surroundings once more, "Oh, come on Mer. You know that's just a story to keep the kids off the ice in the winter. They're afraid of someone being stupid enough to fall in."

That caused Hiccup to pause and turn his attention back to the whitette, "Jack, you don't skate on the lake, do you?"

Jack rolled his eyes as Mr. Frost nodded silently, "I do have half a brain. I can tell when the ice is thick enough."

A lightning bolt of fear lanced through the brunette, "That's really dangerous Jack. Ice can be misleading, especially across such a large surface."

Merida nodded along, "Listen tah the boy, Frost. 'e's a smart one, remember?"

"Loosen up you two and have a little fun. I'm careful," he shrugged, an easy grin resting on his face.

"No, Jack, it's really dangerous. Not many things can kill a Berkian, myself excluded, but falling into frigid waters is one of them," Hiccup spoke quietly, but urgently, rubbing his arms nervously.

Silence pervaded the small cove until Jack spoke, "Jeez, Hic, I'm sorry. I didn't know."

Wide green eyes shot up, "Oh, uh, you don't need to be. I didn't, well, I didn't really know her when she was alive."

"Oh," Jack replied quietly, for once at a loss for words.

After another few moments of strained silence, Merida pushed the whitette over, "Way tah make things awkward, Frosty."

"Wha? How was I supposed to know? And stop calling me Frosty, Princess," he pushed her back and all three relaxed as the two elder teens began wrestling.

Soon they pulled away from one another, Merida the victor, and started climbing the rocks, "Comon Hic, tha view is great from up 'ere!"

"Um, I'll just stay here, on solid ground, where I'm less likely to slip and fall to my death or loss of a second limb. You two go have fun," Hiccup replied sitting down and holding his legs to his chest.

"Suit yourself," Jack called as he continued to scale the sides of the cove.

The brunette tilted his head to the side and rested it on his knees. A small smile crossed his lips as Mr. Frost came to sit beside him. He offered a small wave which was returned enthusiastically.

"Hello, Hiccup. I assume you have some questions for me?" he questioned, crossing his legs.

"Hi Mr. Frost, and yeah, I do. First, do you know why you're still here? I mean, uh, not here specifically, I mean, I have a good idea on why you're with Jack, but, you know, here like on Earth, instead of…I'll just stop talking now," he sighed, willing away the red threatening to rise to his cheeks.

The ghost chuckled, "Yeah, actually. Our unfinished business is straight forward. Our…passing was pretty sudden and unexpected. Well, I guess that's not unusual, but we left behind two kids. My wife and I were both only children, so the only place left was the nearest orphanage. My kids lost their parents, their home, and their friends overnight. We couldn't just leave. So, until we know our kids are taken care of, we're sticking around."

"Oh, I see. I'm sorry, but I don't know how I could help you with that…" Hiccup trailed off with a troubled frown.

"No you've helped plenty already. My wife and I aren't very good at interacting with the living world, so it's a real comfort to know that, should anything happen, we know someone who can call 911 or something of that sort. So, thank you Hiccup," he paused at the boy's smile, "though, there are other ghosts around, those who could use a little human help. Could I send them your way?"

"Yeah, of course," Hiccup nodded vigorously then thought better and amended his statement, "Just, not during school."

"I assumed as much, and one more thing before my son finishes his climb. I don't know what all your experiences with ghosts entail, but not all of them are friendly or safe. Be careful and think before you leap, alright?" he asked, concern weaving into his deep tone.

Hiccup nodded slowly in answer. He had yet to meet a truly malevolent ghost. Grumpy? Confused? Scared? Sure. That's when spirits, just like living people, tended to lash out. Hiccup didn't believe that any of them were evil, just misunderstood. He wouldn't ignore the warning; misunderstood didn't mean they weren't dangerous.

"Hey Hic! Come here! There's a super cool cave over here with lots of weird critters in it!" Jack called, knowing the brunette's love for animals.

"Coming!" Hiccup called back before turning back to the ghost, "Thanks for talking with me, Mr. Frost."

The boy hopped up and ran off, his gait just the slightest bit skewed. The ghost grinned as he stood up to follow his ever adventurous son. He couldn't suppress the smile that stretched across his face at the sight of the three teens disappear behind the rocks.

"No, thank you Hiccup, for coming to Burgess."

**Thanks for reading! This will probably be my last update for a while, because school starts up again on Wednesday (if we don't get another snow day) and my work load tends to be a bit heavy. Just so you know I'm not abandoning this story, I just won't be able to work on it -_- Stay warm and cozy! =)**


	7. Chapter 7

**Hi! I'm back with another chapter =) Sorry it's taken so long, but school keeps me pretty busy. It'll probably take me a similar, if not longer, amount of time to get the next chapter out, so I apologize for the cliff-hanger ending -_-' Anywho, I hope you enjoy reading it! **

The passing of two weeks brought with it autumn winds and Hiccup's first 'visitor'. It was a chilly Friday afternoon and the brunette was thankful for his added layers as he biked home. The week had been nothing less than exhausting: a math test on Wednesday, his first art project due on Thursday, and earlier that day he had to turn in his catapult in engineering. Most of his class used a modified version of a trebuchet, while Hiccup took more inspiration from a…well…it was sort of like a sling shot, but not quite, the schematics were altered for larger projectiles and….Hiccup was off on another internal tangent. The teen was completely absorbed in his thoughts, riding on autopilot across the familiar sidewalk. He would have appreciated more time for his test runs, to work out any bugs within the machine, but Guy had begged–er, offered–to look over his design before he turned it in. The freckled teen shook his head, still unaccustomed to someone finding interest in his work. Rapunzel was like that too, overly enthusiastic about his menial and often criticized hobbies. It was weird, but nice. Hiccup had recently discovered that his two senior mentors were friends and Rapunzel was still determined to take him and his other friends to "the perrrrrrrrrrrrrrfect place" to grab a bite. She refused to reveal the name of the establishment and Hiccup didn't bother trying to wrestle it from her. Friends. It was still a foreign concept and felt strange upon his tongue. However, at this point Hiccup was pretty sure that the relationship he held with Guy, Rapunzel, Merida, and Jack was what most people considered friendship. It was hard to believe, but then again, he didn't really have anything to compare it to…

So involved was the boy in his musings that he almost failed to notice the elderly woman before him, "Oi boy, be you tha lad the Frosts spoke of?"

"WHAAAA!" Hiccup screamed, jerking the steering wheel of his bike harshly to the right to avoid crashing into the woman.

The small metal bicycle fell to the side, launching its rider head-first into the wooden fence encircling the yard to his right. The boy grunted as he crumpled to the grass, curling into a protective ball. The brunette kept still as he assessed his injuries. Bruising on the right hip and forearm, light scrapes down the entire length of his right side and his left forearm. Possible bruising along his calves and knees. Ringing ears and slightly blurry vision. Nothing serious. Slowly, Hiccup stood up, hissing at the ache and sting of his new injuries and the pain brought about by the jostling of his prosthetic. He grimaced as he turned to see if the elderly woman was unharmed, while gingerly grasping his right arm. At least he didn't injure his favored arm. Now that would've made the coming week a real pain.

"Haha! Either yer the clumsiest lad tha ever did live, or them Frosts were right. Can ye see me child?" a scratchy voice cackled with glee.

Hiccup then realized that the elderly woman was quite small with an abnormally large nose and ears. And she was floating…oh.

"Y-you're a ghost?" he stuttered, flinching as the new cuts on his face stretched with each word.

The woman's amber bug-eyes narrowed in annoyance, "Do yah really need tah ask?"

"Ah, no, sorry, I-I just wasn't expecting you t–and, uh, well, it just really caught me off guard is all…sorry," the brunette mumbled, a light blush painting his cheeks.

She maintained her glare for a moment more before bursting into laughter, "Haha! Donncha worry about it child, yah don't seem too obnoxious tah me. 'specially from wha those two Frosts said–nice people those Frosts–I knew I could come to yah."

Hiccup offered a nervous smile as he bent down to retrieve his bike, oh how his side ached, "Ah yeah, I'll try to help you in any way I can."

"Great, let's get to it laddie!" she grinned gleefully showing a surprising lack of teeth as she tapped her gnarled fingers together.

Hiccup experimentally hoisted one leg over his bike, immediately regretting the decision, and decided to walk the rest of the way home, "Sure, let me just, ah, head back to my house and we'll talk about it there. You know, where people won't be staring at me like I'm crazy."

"Hahaha, don't worry laddie, ye'r no crazier than me!" the woman cackled, head thrown back and white hair falling past her shoulders.

Hiccup quirked an eyebrow before deadpanning and muttering, "Oh, thanks, that makes me feel so much better."

"Ye'r welcome, now come on! You don't keep yer elders waitin'!" she cried flying above him with a crooked smile.

The brunette nodded, but continued limping at his slow pace, doing his best to ignore the aching from his side and leg.

Eventually, the duo reached the Haddock household. Hiccup leaned his bike against the large, tarp-covered couch that still lay outside due to his own weakness and his father's busy schedule. The freckled teen rummaged in his pocket and took out his house key. The old woman waited patiently, floating on her back and commenting on the nice weather. Hiccup held open the door and ushered the ghost inside before following her and locking the door.

"Toothless! I'm back and we have a guest, so behave!" Hiccup shouted as he stumbled around some boxes that had yet to be unpacked.

An acidic pair of green eyes peered from the top landing, black for arched in a territorial manner. A low growl emanated from the feline as the ghost followed his human up the steps. Toothless didn't like the dead. Spirits had no right barging into _his_ house and bothering _his_ human.

"Toothless, come on bud, lighten up. She's friendly enough," Hiccup attempted to placate his friend.

The feline narrowed his gaze, leaping onto his shoulder and wrapping his tail around a freckled neck in a gentle, but possessive, manner. The message was clear.

"I's alrigh' little kittih. I mean 'im no harm," the woman spoke seriously before turning her attention back to the boy, "Ye got quite the protectah, lad, ye'r very fortunate."

Hiccup smiled, offering a small scratch between black, furry ears, "Yeah, I'm lucky to have him."

The woman nodded solemnly then released a wild cackle, "Now, let's ge' down tah business!"

Hiccup chuckled lightly, entering his room and dropping his backpack in the corner. Toothless refused to leave his perch as the brunette dug through his drawer and fished out his Book of Spirits. Or, Binder of Spirits, but Hiccup preferred the first title. He plopped on his bed, pencil in hand and flipped through the pages to find some blank paper. The woman decided to sit cross-legged in the air.

"So, um…I'm Hiccup, what's your name?" he began, graphite already running across the page to capture the woman's features.

"Ye can call me Whittler, I died las' year, early June," she responded with a light smile and a shrug of her shoulders.

The brunette jotted down some notes, green orbs flitting between the woman and the paper, "Okay, Ms. Whittler–"

"Nah, just Whittler'll do."

"…Okay, Whittler, do you have any idea why you're still here, or–" he began only to be cut off once more.

She nodded fervently, "I know exactly why Ahm here."

Hiccup waited a moment for her to continue before asking, "Okay, do you want to tell me?"

"I donnae know. Are ye trust worthy?" she questioned, leaning in towards his face.

The freckled teen jerked backwards and cringed as Toothless released a warning hiss, "E-excuse me?"

Whittler trailed her bug eyes over the young boy, one hand scratching her chin in scrutiny, "Alrigh' Ah'll tell yah!"

Hiccup released a breath as the woman retreated, "O-okay."

"Ye see, boy, I didn't have much contact with me family fer many a year and we were nay very close. When I died, they left me pride and glory in shambles. I canno' rest knowin' my poor babies are lyin' abandoned in th' woods, with no' even a monkey to care fer 'em," she cried, pointing towards Hiccup's window.

"Um, did you just say 'babies'?" Hiccup questioned, eyebrow quirked in confusion.

"Yes, me life's work is all alone with nae a soul to apprecia' them," she exclaimed, clearly distressed.

"Um, what is it you did for work?" the freckled teen questioned in a soft tone, hopping not to agitate her further.

"Why, it's in me name! I'm a whillter! A wood carver, lad, and all me works been rottin' in the forest," she finished, arms hanging limp at her sides.

Green eyes widened in understanding, "Okay, so you want me to go retrieve your carvings from the woods?"

She nodded vigorously, "Righ'! An' give 'em tah people who'll treat 'em nice. I can show ye righ' now!"

Whittler jumped up and let her feet settle on the floor. She turned around to face the boy, amber eyes shining in excitement. Hiccup stumbled after her with a wince, nearly dropping his binder in the process.

"W-wait just a minute! My dad should be here real soon and if I'm not here he'll–" the boy was cut off by the sound of the front door opening then slamming shut.

Hiccup froze, listening as heavy thumps hurried up the steps. Hiccup was sure that, despite his hulking mass, Stoick could easily beat any member of Burgess's track team. A moment later and the door shook from the blow of his father's hand.

"Uh, you can come in dad, it's not locked," the brunette called, dropping his binder and kicking it underneath the bed, suppressing a grimace at the movement.

Whittler grumbled as the Mr. Haddock entered his son's room, moving out of the way so as not to be walked through–a rather unpleasant sensation from what Hiccup heard. A pair of forest green eyes watched her movement before snapping back to the giant looming just within the doorway. Stoick's eyes narrowed as he noticed a distinct lack of anything attention-worthy where his son's eyes traveled.

Hiccup could see those bulky shoulders tensing in preparation to reprimand, "So, uh, dad, what did you want?"

The distraction proved successful as large shoulders relaxed and Stoick's face brightened ever so slightly, "Ah, I wanted tah tell you tha' I got a call from me old friend Oswald!"

_uh oh_

"I forgo' tah tell ye he lives around here. Anyway he just got back from a business trip and wanted tah stop by and say hello. So he and his son–ye remembah Dagur, don't cha boy?–will be commin' tomorrow. Dagur even offered tah help us finish unpackin', isn't tha considerate of the lad? He seems tah have matured since las' we saw 'im," Stoick broke off with a nod of approval.

_nonononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononononooooooooooooooooooooooooooo–_

"Hiccup, lad, did ya hear meh?" the man grumbled, resisting the urge to shake the fragile boy.

The freckled teen snapped his head up, meeting his father's gaze, "Uh, yeah dad, yeah, I…I heard you. Um, that's uh, definitely something. You–you see, funny thing really, I maybe, actually, already, kind of have plans with my friends tomorrow so–"

A thick, bushy eyebrow raised above the man's hairline, "You 'ave plans?"

Pushing down a pang of indignation at his father's disbelief–Hiccup still couldn't quite believe it himself–the teen straightened and gave a curt nod before blowing the bangs out of his face, "Yes, actually. You see, Rapunzel has been wanting to give me a tour of Burgess since my first day here and Merida and Jack agreed to come so, yeah. I already have plans."

Stoick, though normally true to his name, seemed a little shocked by the news, "You really 'ave plans."

"Yeah, that's what I just said," Hiccup grabbed his arm and began rubbing it nervously, berating himself for snarking at his father.

The older man either didn't care or didn't notice, "You got _friends_?"

A strange mixture of skepticism and elation filled the deep voice as normally squinted eyes opened wide to reveal hopeful aventurine orbs. Hiccup flinched minutely. He tried to remind himself that he would have been just as shocked had someone told him the same news a month ago. Really, who could have foreseen Hiccup the Useless making friends? Apparently not his father.

"Yes dad, friends. Rapunzel said she would pick me up tomorrow. I would've told you earlier, but we only just finalized our plans today," Hiccup did his best to keep the strain of hurt out of his voice, pausing and biting his lip when his father failed to respond, "Dad?"

The older man seemed to snap out of some sort of trance, before running up to his boy and lifting him by the shoulders. Hiccup released a startled shriek as his foot left the floor and the room blurred together as Stoick swung him around. Toothless jumped back with his hackles raised.

"This is wonderful Hiccup! Ye finally found some friends! Aftahr all these years!" the man released a chuckle, setting down his sore, disheveled son.

The freckled teen waited a moment to regain his balance before turning back to the chortling giant, "So, I can still go?"

"O' course!" he bellowed, but after a moment his face fell, "Bu' Dagur seemed so excited abou' seein' ye again. Oh well, I'll jus' let 'im know ye got plans. I'm sure the lad'll understand!"

Hiccup nodded vigorously, greatly relieved by his father's reaction.

Stoick nodded in return, a grin plastered to his face, "Alri'ghy then. I brough' pizza home fer dinner, it's on the countahr in the kitchen."

A small smile tugged at the brunette's lips as he shifted nervously and gestured vaguely about his room, "Okay, I'll be down in a minute. I have to–er–clean up some stuff first."

The giant red-head nodded once more, turning swiftly and making his way out the door. As he left the room a small whispered "friends" escaped his lips, thick head shaking back and forth in delighted disbelief. Hiccup's tensed shoulders sagged as the door slammed shut. He turned around and flopped onto his bed, releasing a large lungful of air. He did it. He escaped a run-in with Dagur…so why was there a small ache in his chest? Hiccup lifted his face from the comforter as a small weight silently padded up to his head. A soft meow escaped Toothless to gain his boy's attention.

Chapped lips pulled back to reveal crooked teeth in a lopsided grin, "Hey Bud, guess we're off the hook, huh?"

A light purr blossomed from the feline's chest. Acid green eyes narrowed in agreement as Toothless rubbed his head against Hiccup's.

"I guess we won' be leavin' anah time soon," Whittler sighed, floating over to the bed.

Hiccup bobbed his head apologetically, lifting himself up to a sitting position, "Yeah, sorry about that. Maybe you can show me your work tomorrow night? After I come back and Dagur is gone?"

The woman nodded with only slight irritation, "I've waited ovah a year, one more day won't harm me none. Now, run along dearie, ye could use some meat on those bones o' yer's."

"Thanks Whittler, I guess we'll see you tomorrow," the boy waved as the ghost nodded and phased through his window.

The freckled teen stood and stretched. Toothless followed him, jumping off the mattress and pawing at the floor beneath it.

Forest green eyes wandered to the cat's antics, widening in realization, "Oh, yeah. Thanks Toothless. I don't want to leave that laying around."

Stick-like arms reached under the bed and retrieved the ever-growing binder. After this treasure was stowed away, the brunette made his way downstairs, Toothless at his feet. After feeding the feline, Hiccup grabbed a couple slices of pizza, completed some of his homework, horsed around with his furry friend, and then went to bed a little early, hopping to have plenty of extra time to prepare the nextday. He couldn't wait to see what the morning light would bring.

Or the almost afternoon light. Hiccup scrambled out of his covers, earning a small hiss from Toothless as the feline was thrown from the comforts of the warm sheets. The lime green numbers of his alarm clock read 11:52 am, which meant Rapunzel should arrive in a little over half an hour. The bubbly blonde was very excited for the long-awaited outing and wanted to have plenty of time to show Hiccup around Burgess before retrieving Jack and heading to dinner. The brunette ran through the day's schedule in his brain as he stumbled into the bathroom, knowing he wouldn't have enough time for a bath if he wanted to eat anything before his friends arrived. Rapunzel, Guy, and the notorious Flynn would arrive at the Haddock household somtime around 12:30 pm. From there they would travel to the Dunbroch residence and borrow Merida. Jack had work until 3:00 pm, so they would traverse the streets of Burgess until then. Rapunzel planned to take the odd group to an as-of-yet-unknown restaurant, after which they would continue around the small town or head into the surrounding woods. Hiccup just hoped that Dagur and Oswald would be gone before he returned home. After a small breakfast of toast and jam, the freckled teen hurried back to his room, spending fifteen minutes trying to figure out what to wear. He settled for a large, green and brown stripped long sleeve shirt and blue jeans. He was loading his pockets with his cell phone and wallet when he heard the doorbell. Hiccup beamed as he raced down the steps, almost acquainting himself with the floor a few times in his haste, before skidding to a halt in the hallway leading to the front door. His father blocked the small entryway, opening the door for their guests.

"Oswald! It's good tah see ye! How've ye been?" Hiccup's heart sank as a man his height, but more than three times his width entered their home.

The black beard matched Stoick's in volume, but his face was much rounder, giving him an almost jolly appearance, "Oh, Stoick. It's been too long! I'm righ' as rain I am. How're ye an' yer boy?"

It was then that the cogs in Hiccup's brain began to turn once more, snapping the young teen out of his paralysis. He paid no attention as his father ushered the Oswald into their living room, instead starting to turn on his heels to retreat out the back door. Just as the brunette was about to bolt, a rush of air passed his cheek, followed by a dull thunk next his ears. Hiccup whirled about face in another attempt for freedom when a second object flew his way, a brief flash of silver, before the knife imbedded itself into the wall just above his left shoulder. Hiccup barely had time to register that the knife had snagged his shirt and therefore pinning him to the wall when shadow appeared before him. The freckled teen gulped, his throat suddenly dry, as he lifted his gaze to stare into dark jade orbs. Instinctively, Hiccup flattened himself against the wall, trying to appear as small and invisible as possible. Those eyes were lit with that same deranged light as well as that other thing from before. The thing Hiccup had no name for, but made his paling skin crawl. The older teen loomed over him, a dark smile twisting across the long face. Hiccup couldn't contain his squeak of alarm as the other's face lowered far too close for comfort. The brunette wrinkled his nose in displeasure when the elder teen released a breathy chuckle. It smelled rancid and metallic.

Dagur's nose was but a few centimeters from his prey, delighting in the delicious fear and sheer panic rolling off of the younger boy as he slapped one hand against the wall beside that freckled face.

"Hello Hiccup."

**Thanks for reading! That's it for now. Again, sorry to break it off here, but hey, we got our first active ghost case and the return of Dagur all in one chapter, so I hope that makes up for it a bit. If you have any questions, comments, critiques, etc., just leave a review and I'll respond in the next chapter. And a big thank you to everyone who has reviewed thus far! I read over them while I type to keep me focused/motivated =) Quick side note about Merida's, Whittler's, and Stoick's accents, I find it a little hard to differentiate between them, so any help with that would be greatly appreciated. I seem to have rambled a bit, so I'll leave off with a thank you and see you next chapter!**


	8. Chapter 8

**Hi! I'm back with chapter 8. Sorry for the long wait, but school is killer. I should actually be writing an essay right now, but I really wanted to post this, because the Frostyemerald/PhageChildon found this story and likes it and omg that made me sooooooo happy I cannot express it in words! So yes, here is the next chapter. I had some trouble with it, mostly due to my inability to write about more than 3 characters interacting simultaneously. So, sorry for how it turned out and if somebody didn't get enough screen time, but I hope you enjoy it anyway! Oh, I also noticed that the line of asterisks I put in to denote a change in perspective or time were cut out after posting each chapter, so I apologize for any confusion that brought. I'll try putting the lines in from now on. Should I go back and put lines in for the other chapters, or leave them be? Oops, I ranted again, without further ado, I own nothing but the plot.**

"Jaaaaaack!"

The whitette snapped his attention back to the small brunette before him, his eyes having wandered to the clock. Five minutes. Just five more minutes and his shift would be over.

"You keep zoning out! How are we supposed to play if you won't pay attention," Sunny pouted while Jamie nodded in agreement.

Jack sighed, running one hand through his white locks before looking down at his hand, "Um, you got any threes Monty?"

"Go Fish," the blond said quietly, pushing up his glasses with a small smile.

He picked a card up from the pile set between the four players, placing the king in his hand. Usually, Jack was more than happy to play with the children during his shift. It was his 'job' to watch over the play-area and keep the kids out of trouble while their parents roamed the store. Today, though, the teen was looking forward to something. Every other weekend he would head to The Tooth Palace to help out and earn a few extra bucks, which he did last Saturday. Sometimes, Merida would stop by on his free week and the two would catch a movie or head to the woods. This time, Hiccup would be joining them along with Guy and two teens Jack didn't really know. He was bouncing in his seat in excitement and couldn't keep his attention on the card game. A light tinkling of bells filled the shop, signaling that customers had arrived or left. The clock read 2:57 pm.

"C'mon, Frost is jus' over 'ere," Merida's voice floated through the store.

Jack jumped up, grabbed little Sophie who had been hopping in a circle around the play-area for the past fifteen minutes, and handed her his cards, "Here Sophie, I gotta go, so it's your job to beat their butts, alright?"

The tiny blonde just giggled and plopped down in his vacated seat. Three pairs of eyes watched him curiously.

"Where're you going Jack?" Jamie questioned, setting down his cards.

Before Jack could answer, Sonny cut in, "He's ditching us for kids his own age."

A smirk stretched across his pale face, "I'm not ditching you guys. I'm leaving you in the oh-so capable hands of Bunny! So, if you need anything, just go bother the Kangaroo."

A distinctly angry, Australian voice echoed through the store, "I heard that you bloody Snowflake!"

The children giggled, nodding their heads in understanding and waved goodbye to their favorite babysitter, just as a mass of red curls rounded the corner.

"'ello Jack, how ahr ya?" she questioned, offering a smile to his charges.

"Ready to go!" he answered, stretching his arms up as the rest of their group walked into view.

Hiccup was staring about the shop, eyes wide and mouth slightly ajar. A black cat was curled about his shoulders, tail flicking back and forth. It sported a fake leg as well, of similar design to the freckled boy's. Beside him bounced a tall blonde with bright green eyes. Jack was sure he had seen her before, but couldn't match a name to her face. Guy stood next to a man around Jack's height with brown hair and a short beard who looked a little bored. Once the group came closer, however, the whitette noticed something was amiss.

"Hey Hic," he called earning the attention his attention, "What happened to your shirt?"

The younger teen glanced down, seeing the small tear by his shoulder, stained a dark-brownish color. The brunette paled, his freckles becoming more noticeable as he scratched the back of his head.

"Oh, uh, that, well, you see–" he began, stumbling through his words.

Guy came to his rescue, saying mater-of-factly, "It's probably from the knife."

Hiccup smacked his own forehead as Merida and Jack turned towards the younger teen, speaking simultaneously, "What!"

By this point, the strange group had gained the children's interest, "Is something wrong Jack?"

"N-nothing's wrong, everything's fine. I just, uh, I just got a surprise this morning, that's all," Hiccup spoke quickly, hands moving up and down in what was meant to be a placating gesture.

Two pairs of blue eyes narrowed in suspicion, "Yeah, Sonny, nothing's wrong. I'll see you later, okay Squirt?"

The young girl huffed, pushing against Jack's leg as her brother laughed. The whitette waved goodbye as the group turned towards the exit. As they were passing the cashier Jack paused. A tall, dark-skinned male with long, gray hair tied back in a braid narrowed his green eyes at his coworker.

"Hey Bunny, I gotta hit the streets. The lives of the children are now in your fluffy paws!" Jack spoke in a mock-serious tone, even adding a little bow before bounding after his friends.

Aster bit back the obscenity that should not be yelled in a children's toy store and settled for grumbling under his breath. He wondered for the umpteenth time whether or not he could ever get used to living with that kid.

Once the group was outside of North's Workshop, it was time for proper introductions and explanations. Hiccup found himself between Rapunzel and Jack as he introduced the two.

"Uh, Jack meet Rapunzel and Flynn. Flynn and Rapunzel – Jack," the freckled teen gestured back and forth between the three.

Rapunzel shook Jack's hand enthusiastically, "It's a pleasure to meet you Jack!"

"Uh, yeah, you too," the whitette answered as he retracted his arm, rolling around to readjust it into its proper socket – the blonde was much stronger than she appeared.

Flynn's grip was firmer, but his shake was much calmer than Rapunzel's. The two recognized a mischievous twinkle in the other's eye, causing matching smirks to grow upon their faces.

Hiccup ran his fingers nervously through Toothless's fur, wondering if it was a good idea for those two to meet. Well, there was no point in worrying about it; it was too late for that. The youngest group member started to gesture towards his engineering friend, but Jack was way ahead of him.

The two males clasped hands, "Guy! How's it going? I haven't seen you in ages."

The elder teen shrugged, "Pretty much the same, except I've got a little more space and a little less noise. How're the kids?"

"Trouble," Jack grinned before turning to face Hiccup.

"Oi, now tha' tha's ovah, ye can tell us wha' happened to yah," Merida demanded, arms placed firmly on her hips, left foot tapping impatiently.

Hiccup shuffled anxiously from foot to metal leg and back, thinking back to the events of earlier while five pairs of eyes waited for his response.

_Hiccup barely had time to register that the knife had snagged his shirt and was therefore pinning him to the wall when a shadow appeared before him. The freckled teen gulped, his throat suddenly dry, as he lifted his gaze to stare into dark jade orbs. Instinctively, Hiccup flattened himself against the wall, trying to appear as small and invisible as possible. Those eyes were lit with that same deranged light as well as that other thing from before. The thing Hiccup had no name for, but made his paling skin crawl. The older teen loomed over him, a dark smile twisting across the long face. Hiccup couldn't contain his squeak of alarm as the other's face lowered far too close for comfort. The brunette wrinkled his nose in displeasure when the elder teen released a breathy chuckle. It smelled rancid and metallic._

_ Dagur's nose was but a few centimeters from his prey, delighting in the delicious fear and sheer panic rolling off of the younger boy as he slapped one hand against the wall beside that freckled face._

_ "Hello Hiccup" the older teen almost purred, eliciting a whimper from the freckled boy._

_ The brunette twisted his head to the left in an attempt to increase the space between the deranged teen and himself. If Dagur sounded this pleased to see Hiccup, he must have planned something truly horrific. It must be a punishment for evading him this long. At that thought, the brunette swore his heart stopped, green eyes clenching shut in preparation for whatever torture he'd be subjected to this time. Hiccup nearly jumped out of his skin when the older teen howled._

_ "AAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHRRRRRG!" he shouted, pushing away from the wall and grasping at his ankle._

_ Jade eyes met acid green for but a moment before a black paw sliced down the other's nose, crimson pooling in three slanted lines. Dagur roared once more, throwing a punch at the small feline. Toothless hissed as he dodged, dashing through the red-head's legs and adding another trail of scratches down the other's calf. Dagur bolted after the black devil, knowing his prey was still trapped against the wall. _

_ As the two figures disappeared up the steps a loud call of "Damn you Night Fury!" rang throughout the house. Forest green eyes watched their retreat, small hands fisted by his rapidly pounding heart. Crashes and yowls could be heard from the floor above. Hiccup tried to take a few steadying breaths. His knees felt weak, neither real nor fake leg doing much to support his weight. The young teen thanked the gods for Toothless once again, running a trembling hand through his hair. A timid knock at the doorway brought the small teen back to reality, another crash from upstairs and a string of curses following. Hiccup flinched, lifting his gaze to meet wide dark-chocolate orbs. _

_Brown hair fell to the side as the older teen cocked his head in confusion, "I-Is that a knife?"_

_Hiccup glanced down to his left, seeing the silver blade that pinned his thankfully loose shirt to the wall. Ignoring Guy's question, the freckled teen grasped the wooden handle in his right hand and pulled. It didn't budge. With a huff and a grumble, Hiccup pushed away from the wall, ripping his shirt in the process, and stumbled over to Guy. The senior had paused just inside the doorway, unsure whether or not the younger brunette needed help. Still somewhat unsteady on his footing, Hiccup floundered onto his friend as another crash boomed from above. A large, tanned hand steadied him as chocolate eyes glanced warily upwards, mouth opening to ask more questions. _

"_Hi Guy, thanks for picking me up," Hiccup rushed to say, all but pulling the older teen towards the door before turning to the men in the living room and yelling, "Bye dad, see you later!"_

_Hiccup hurried out the doorway, almost running into the tall blonde who was walking up the driveway, "Oh, hi Hiccup. We heard some noises from the car and–"_

"_Hi Rapunzel!" the freckled boy squeaked, sorry for interrupting the older girl, "I was wondering, uh, would it be okay if I brought Toothless, my cat?"_

_Her head cocked to the side, brows knitting together as a shout of "I'LL MOUNT YOUR FURRY HEAD ON MY WALL!" and a bout of maniacal laughter echoed from the top floors. The older teens paled considerably as Hiccup stumbled around the side of the house, just below the bathroom window._

"_Was that Dagur?" Rapunzel uttered in horror as Guy hurried to follow his freckled friend._

_Hiccup gave a curt nod before cupping hands around his mouth and releasing a meow. Within five seconds a ball of black fur jumped from the window ledge and landed in the outstretched arms of the small brunette. Hiccup staggered back, thrown off balance by the sudden weight, then turned and ran back towards Rapunzel with Guy on his heels._

"_Yeah, that's Dagur. So, can I bring Toothless? I don't really feel comfortable leaving him here when Dagur's around," he spoke quickly, eyes darting between the blonde and the house, waiting for Dagur to figure out that his prey was no longer inside._

_Rapunzel clamped her mouth shut and nodded, ushering the two to the white car waiting in the driveway, "Sure. We should probably go now."_

_A small white car waited in the driveway, the front windows rolled down to reveal the curious, yet slightly annoyed, visage of Flynn Rider. The brunette's questioning gaze wandered between the hurried movements of his girlfriend as she opened the front passenger door and the small freckled boy gently pushed to the back seats by Guy. His eyes widened upon seeing the ball of black fur nestled against the boy's chest._

"_Whoa, hold on, is that a cat?" Flynn demanded, twisting back to stare at the supposed feline._

_Rapunzel rolled her eyes, "Yes, I said it was okay. We need to leave now, okay?"_

_All it took was one glimpse of those large green eyes to know that the blonde wouldn't budge on the matter, so the man started the vehicle and pulled out, grumbling, "Fine, but it better not scratch the upholstery, or get its fur everywhere, or–"_

"_It'll be fine, see? He's just curled up in Hiccup's lap, he's not even touching your precious baby," Rapunzel teased, poking the tall brunette in the side before shooting a reassuring glance Hiccup's way._

_The freckled boy missed the gesture, too busy checking over Toothless for any sign of injury. The feline rolled his eyes but allowed his boy to finish the inspection, finding not a scratch on his furry friend. Hiccup sighed in relief, hugging Toothless close to his chest as his heart rate slowly returned to normal. That was definitely not what he needed first thing in the morning._

_Guy, having stayed quiet up until now, decided to get some answers while Rapunzel distracted her boyfriend from yet another animal invading his car, "Are you alright Hiccup?"_

_The brunette turned to the older teen, head bobbing in the affirmative. Guy cocked his head to the side, not bothering to move the brown locks slightly obscuring his vision._

"_What happened back there? What was Dagur doing in your house and what was with those knives?" he questioned, catching the attention of the two lovebirds._

_Hiccup cleared his throat nervously as three pairs of eyes locked onto him. He was use to the Guy's and Rapunzel's inquisitive stares, but Flynn was brand new and made the younger teen uncomfortable. He shifted in his seat, adjusting his hold on Toothless who was twisting in his arms to see if these strangers were threats._

"_You see, um, Dagur wasn't supposed to be there till later–" he began, but was cut off._

"_Dagur? You mean that psycho with the blue tattoos?" Flynn asked as he stopped at a red light._

_Hiccup nodded and Flynn sent him an incredulous look, "Why was he coming to your house in the first place?"_

"_Well, my dad is friends with his dad and Dagur decided to tag along for the visit," he paused as Toothless decided to climb atop his shoulders, curling his tail around his boy's right arm while sniffing at the torn sweater, "And those were his throwing knives. I'm pretty sure he never leaves home without them."_

_Guy nodded, eyeing the feline's mechanical leg for a moment before pushing the need to dismantle it aside, "So that's why they were in your wall."_

_The group each let out a squeak or shriek of exclamation as Flynn swerved in the middle of taking a left turn, "In your WALL?!"_

_ Hiccup winced as he coaxed the startled cat to retract his claws, while trying to calm the others, "Yeah, yeah, don't worry, he has pretty good aim, he only hit me once and that was probably my fault for moving. So, how long is it till we reach Merida's?"_

Hiccup tried to phrase it in the least alarming way possible, "Um, really it wasn't much of anything. Just, dadinvitedOswaldandDaguroverandtheyarrivedearlierthanIexpectedandDagurbroughthisthrowingknivessoyeahthat'sitnobigdealright?Right."

"The only word I could understand was Dagur, so slow down and tell us what happened," Jack spoke, eyes narrowed and head cocked to the side.

The freckled teen sighed, running a hand through his hair, "Dagur and his dad came over today, but I thought they wouldn't come till after we left, but, apparently I was wrong. This is just from one of his throwing knives, so, yeah, no biggy."

"It donnae sound like nah biggy tah meh! How'd ye get away from tha' brute?" Merida asked skeptically, the worry still present in her voice.

Hiccup offered a small smile, petting his friend to elicit a light purr, "Like I said, Toothless is quite the efficient Dagur repellant, aren't you Bud?"

The feline meowed in approval, rubbing his head against Hiccup's.

"What is Dagur allergic or something? 'Cause, no offense, but I can't see anything that small lasting five seconds against big, mean, and ugly," Jack smirked, eyebrows quirked in disbelief, gesturing to the small feline.

Toothless hissed, snapping at the older teen's finger, "Whoa, Bud, he didn't mean it. Um, Toothless is very…skilled. He was feral before I found him, so he's use to wild beasts like Dagur."

Jack held his hands close to his chest, while Merida rolled her eyes, "Le's jus' go get some grub. Ahm starved!"

A collective murmur of agreement rushed through the group and they set off down the sidewalk, Rapunzel leading the way. Flynn chuckled at her antics, catching her hand in his and earning a grin from the happy blonde. Guy and Merida walked behind them, falling back into their conversation of how to make the best bow that was paused upon reaching North's Workshop. Hiccup and Jack formed the caboose of their group, Hiccup asking about Jack's work. The whitette answered slowly, tearing his eyes from a pair of acid green. Toothless continued to glare at the older teen as they slowly traveled to Rapunzel's mystery restaurant.

**Thanks for reading! Originally I was going to keep going with the Dagur scene and not jump ahead, but the car ride became too awkward in an unnatural way, so yay for time skips. The Burgess I created is really small, so I didn't think skipping Hiccup's tour would be that great of a loss. Yeah, so next time the mystery restaurant is revealed (though you've probably already guessed it) and the return of Whittler (maybe, depends how long dinner lasts). Again, it'll probably be a while before the next one's out (thank you for being so patient ^^'') and feedback/critiques are welcome. Thank you all again for reading and I'll see you next chapter! =)**


	9. Chapter 9

**Hi! I'm back waaaaay sooner than I expected, but that's what snow-days are for I guess. So here's chapter 9. I own nothing but the plot and hope you enjoy reading =)**

Rapunzel stood, arms spread out wide, and a large smile plastered on her face as her green eyes sparkled, "Allow me to welcome you to The Snuggly Duckling!"

Flynn stood to her left, trying to keep his laughter from escaping as he took in the expressions of their three new companions. Merida gave Rapunzel a questioning look, wondering what was so special about the wonkily shaped shack submerged in the woods at the edge of Burgess. Jack glanced at Flynn to see if this place was as good as the blonde claimed and seemed satisfied with whatever answer he found. Hiccup had his head cocked to the side, a great many questions racing through his overactive brain. One: did someone really build a structure to curve in the dip of two hills? Two: was that tree growing into the building? Three: why did it seem to be vibrating?

Rapunzel only continued to grin expectantly, biting her bottom lip lightly in her excitement. Once the trio realized this, a quick murmur of questioning approval rose to meet her. The blonde was not put off by their lack of enthusiasm. She twirled around and set a fast pace towards the shady structure, causing the rickety yellow sign to creak in her passing. Flynn and Guy followed her, chuckling to themselves as the sophomores cautiously followed behind. Or, at least Hiccup was cautious. Merida was busy taking in the surroundings and Jack just felt more comfortable hanging back with his two friends. Jack did become nervous when he heard muffled yelling coming from the wooden building.

"Hey, Rapunzel. What kind of joint is this, anyway?" he asked as they grouped outside the door.

She smiled sweetly, grasping the handle and yanking it open, "A bar!"

The place was filled with some of the largest, beefiest men Jack had ever seen, North excluded. They covered the floor and hung from the upper balcony. He could even see a small, elderly man swinging on the chandelier. Bits of tables could be seen through the crowds and Jack wondered how he had never seen any of these people in a town as small as Burgess. The room seemed to still as they noticed the presence of newcomers, even pausing a brawl to turn and glare.

"Hey guys! I brought some new friends with me," Rapunzel almost sang, gesturing to their group.

Another moment of silence passed before the whole shack filled with howls of welcome. The grim and viscous visages of the bar-goers seemed to melt into joviality at the sight of blonde girl and Jack found himself being herded into the crowded establishment. Somehow enough space was cleared where the six got a whole table to themselves. The whitette glanced around in semi-bewilderment. Soon a rounded man with a hook for a hand approached their table.

"What can we get for ye this fine evening?" he asked, lips curling back to reveal browning teeth.

Oh Tooth would have a heart attack if she saw.

"The usual, only times three!" she grinned, holding up three fingers to the man.

He nodded and left the table, shuffling through the crowds which had continued their previous behavior.

Rapunzel bounced in her seat, "So, what do you guys think?"

"Uhhh," Jack spoke intelligently, icy blue eyes wandering back over the hulking men, "It's uh–"

"It's somethin' alrigh'!" Merida announced nodding in approval as tooth flew over their table.

Hiccup stroked his cat, who seemed ready to fall asleep despite the awful racket, "It kinda reminds me of Berk."

A cry rang through the shack, joined and multiplied by almost every customer, "ANOTHER ROUND OF MEAD!"

Merida, Jack, and Guy winced at the noise level, "Yeah, this definitely reminds me of Berk. It's like the Great Hall, right bud?"

The feline meowed sleepily in response, curling tighter around his boy's shoulders.

Rapunzel pushed the end of trailing braid beneath the table before turning back to Hiccup, "What's Berk like?"

The freckled teen shrugged, earning a tail flick to the face, "It's nothing special. Smaller than Burgess, but the people there all giants in comparison. I was really surprised when I came here. Everyone is more…my size, you know?"

"'Ey, Ahm not a wee fishbone like ye, Hic. I take offense tah tha'" Merida joked, lightly nudging her friend's foot.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, a small grin tugging at his mouth, "Thanks, anyway, they're all huge, tough, stubborn, close-minded, and generally stupid. Except maybe Gobber, Fishlegs, and Astrid. All they really think about is sports, hunting, and fishing, and don't get me started on their driving."

Flynn chuckled, leaning against the table, "They can't be that bad."

"No one in that town should own a license. They don't understand the difference between the road and someone's yard, much less their own lane. I live in dread knowing that Snoutlout and the twins have come of age, not that that stopped them before," Hiccup earned a laugh from the group.

"Okay, really, what is with all these crazy names? You can't honestly tell me someone named their kid Snoutlout or Fishlegs, right?" Jack chuckled, quirking an eyebrow at his freckled friend.

"Nope, those are their real names. That's how everyone's named in Berk, old Viking tradition or something. You also get some silly title added to your name, like Dagur the Deranged, or Gobber the Belch," forest green eyes rolled, but a grin was firmly planted on his face.

"No way," Flynn guffawed, "That's hilarious. What are some of the others?"

Hiccup began counting on his fingers, "There's Ruffnut and Tuffnut–the twins–umm, Spitelout, Bucket, Mulch, Silent Sven, Gothi…the list goes on and on."

"I guess Hiccup isn' sah bad then," Merida snorted.

The smile fell from the young brunette, "Heh, no, Hiccup's pretty much the worst as far as Berk goes…"

Jack glanced at him incredulously, "No way, Snoutlout is way worse. And Spitelout? Really, where do you guys come up with this stuff?"

Hiccup shrugged his shoulders once more, eliciting a small growl from Toothless.

"What do you think Guy?" Rapunzel prompted, distracting the teen from staring at Toothless's prosthetic.

He scratched the back of his head and gave a small shrug, "My name's Guy, Rapunzel, I don't think I have any right to judge."

The blonde nodded in understanding as the rounded man from earlier returned to their table, a large round platter balanced on his flesh hand, "Here ya go!"

It was set in the center of the table, allowing all six easy access to the dishes. Six mugs of what was hopefully water were distributed out, leaving six bowls of suspiciously brown soup. Jack watched Rapunzel, Flynn, and Guy each grab a bowl and dig in happily. Assuming the strange substance must not be poisonous, the whitette plucked out his own bowl. He swirled his spoon around the contents and, finding no eyeball or dead rat, Jack decided to take tentative sip. It was…good. A little salty, but hearty and earthy. Jack hummed his approval, going for another spoonful.

"So, 'ow did ye find this place? I've nevahr seen it in all me yahrs o' livin' 'ere," Merida questioned, dragging the sleeve of her shirt across her mouth.

"This was where Flynn took me on our first date," the blonde giggled, causing the eldest brunette to pink.

"Hold on a second, that was not our first date–" he began, waving his arms to dismiss the looks of incredulity of the three younger teens.

Rapunzel interrupted, nudging him in the side, "Nah-ah-ah. If I remember correctly, you gushed on and on about how much I would love it here and as soon as we entered the door, you asked for their finest table."

Merida and Jack were already holding back laughter, egged on by Flynn's wild gestures and incoherent noises of denial.

He crossed his arms, pouting when the two burst into a fit of cackles and snickering, "I did not bring you here on a date. I was trying to get rid of you and shake those Stabbington Brothers off my trail."

This earned three quirked eyebrows as Rapunzel gave his arm a light slap, "Aww, you do care. Too bad your brilliant plan didn't work. They came in not long after we did."

Flynn groaned, slumping against the table, "Don't remind me."

The group laughed at his expense before the man shot up and turned towards the crowd with large brown eyes, "Hey Attila!"

A lumbering man with a pan full of cupcakes approached them, "Yeah?"

"The Stabbington Brothers aren't here tonight, are they?" he asked, fingers tapping in rapid succession against the table.

"Nah, they aren't even town right know," the man shrugged, beefy arms rippling with muscle.

Flynn released a sigh of relief, "Phew, thanks Attila."

"Uh, who're the Stabbington Brothers?" Hiccup asked, swirling his spoon in his soup absentmindedly.

Rapunzel frowned and Flynn grimaced, leaving Guy to answer, "Just a couple of thugs Flynn use to hang around. That is, until he double-crossed them. Now he's towards the top of their hit list."

"Wow, Flynn, didn't know you had such a dark past," Jack chuckled, evoking a half-hearted glare from the older male.

"I was young, stupid, and had no future. It seemed profitable at the time," he spoke nonchalantly, earning a glare from Rapunzel.

"Everyone here hated him, though, it was pretty funny," Guy grinned at his friend.

Merida snorted, "I canno' imagine why."

"Well, they seem pretty found of you now. How'd you change their mind?" Jack prodded, taking a swig from his mug and almost choking.

That was definitely not water.

"I call it the magic of Rapunzel. No one can resist her charm. It's almost frightening when you think about it," Flynn half-joked, his signature smirk back on his face.

"Reallay?" Merida questioned, looking at the elder girl with something akin to respect.

"Really, really." Flynn repeated as he leaned back in his chair.

Guy nodded, backing up the elder's statement, "I don't know how it's scientifically possible, but Rapunzel is unhateable."

Jack grinned "I can see it."

Conversation died down as the six finished their meal. Rapunzel insisted on paying for everyone and only managed to convince them once she mentioned that they give her a special discount. The sky was darkening as the six finally made it out of The Snuggly Duckling.

"So, anywhere you guys wanna go before we head back?" Rapunzel asked as she walked backwards to face the group.

"Uh, can we go to that antique shop we passed earlier?" Hiccup asked, earning a couple questioning stares, "I, uh, I like old things?"

"Sure!" Rapunzel cut in before any teasing could begin.

Hiccup smiled shyly, wringing his hands as the group complied. It took a while, but eventually the six made it to Same As It Never Was Antiques. Hiccup shivered as he entered the small shop, glad to escape the dark and chilling streets. He broke away from the group, weaving through the surprising crowd to try and find the owner. Hopefully, they would accept woodcarvings…

Jack watched as his freckled friend danced through the empty aisles, slowly meandering to the front counter. He shrugged and followed Flynn, thinking the elder male might come up with something entertaining to do while Hiccup shopped.

Hiccup managed to navigate through the crowds without bumping into anyone, though Toothless seemed to be growing agitated, and rang the small silver bell resting on the counter. A few seconds later a tall, lanky woman approached the desk. Her face was long, framed by two red braids. Dull, olive eyes seemed to stare through Hiccup.

The teen shifted nervously, hands beginning to gesture sporadically, "Uh, hi, I was just, uh wondering if you might happen to accept woodcarvings. To sell. I mean if I had some really old, carvings that I don't really want anymore, could I just, I don't know, bring them here and, uh, give them to you?"

A moment passed before the female shrugged her shoulders listlessly, her voice a dull monotone, "Sure."

"Great. Uh, yeah, great. Thanks. I'll just grab them and come by, let's say, tomorrow?" he asked, twirling his hands around before opening them wide as if presenting a prize.

The same pause stretched before she gave another, "Sure."

"Okay, it's settled then. I'll just come here. Tomorrow. With some woodcarvings. Yeah," Hiccup turned to leave before remembering something, "Oh, sorry, I didn't get your name? Should I give them to you or–"

"Berserk," she said, popping the 'k'.

Hiccup ceased his ramblings, head snapping up to meet those dull, green orbs, "Come again."

"Last name's Berserk. Bye," she said before turning and slumping away.

Crap.

The freckled teen spun around and hurried back to his friends.

Flynn eyed him skeptically, noticing he was out of breath, "Whoa, what's the matter kid. You look like you've seen a ghost."

Hiccup managed a pained chuckle, "No, just a blast from the past. I'm ready to go when you guys are."

He didn't need to tell them twice. The group was out of the shop and heading towards Flynn's car, the light of the streetlamps guiding their passage. Jack fell into step beside the freckled teen.

"So, what was that back there? Why the sudden change of heart?"

Hiccup sent a weary glance over his shoulder, "Uh, I just wasn't expecting to recognize the owner."

"Okay?" Jack questioned, but let the subject drop when the small brunette didn't respond.

The whitette glanced upwards, but frowned when he found the stars and moon were blocked by cloud cover. He had been looking forward to stargaze with the Sonny tonight. Oh well, they would just have to wait for the next weekend. Icy blue orbs trailed back to the small brunette whose eyes were trained on the sidewalk, chewing his bottom lip in thought. The black feline had long since fell into slumber, but Jack would swear he could still feel those acidic orbs glaring at him. The whitette took his chances and nudged the freckled teen.

He was rewarded with a pair of large, forest green eyes, filled with mixture of worry and surprise, "So, did you have fun Freckles?"

A crooked smile brightened the younger boy's face, "Yeah, yeah I did."

**Thanks for reading! Okay prepare for a long author's note filled with equal parts rambling and explanation. So first off, sorry no Whittler, but it was getting pretty long, but she'll for sure be back next chapter. Now to clear up some possible confusion. Burgess is filled with ghosts, which I hinted at in maybe the first or second chapter when Jack watches Hiccup go off on his bike swerving along an empty sidewalk which Hiccup sees as crowded. Hiccup doesn't notice, because he's never seen so many ghosts congregate in one area so he assumes it's chilly outside. Berk is smaller than Burgess so it didn't have nearly as many ghosties. The reason they are chilling in the antique store (show reference) is because they cling to the things they invested their energy into during life, so if they don't know why they're still here, they cling to what's familiar. Yeah, Jack just thinks Hiccup's being a cute little dork. Okay, now I'll give away who the shop owner is, because it's not really important and her identity may remained unmentioned in the story. She's my headcannon for Dagur's sister. Although she should probably be younger than Dagur, because he took over as chief, I just really wanted her to own the antique shop, since Dagur said she owned an ornate shield. She, like her brother, isn't quite right in the head, but whereas he's crazy and uncontrollable, she's totally apathetic. Hiccup hasn't seen her in years, so he didn't recognize her until she gave her last name. **
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	10. Chapter 10

**Hi I'm back with chapter 10. Woohoo double digits =) This is a longer chapter than usual, because a) it's been awhile since I updated and b) I didn't want to split up Whittler's arc anymore. I own nothing but the plot and hope you enjoy reading! **

Oswald and his insane son were gone by the time Hiccup returned home. A sigh of relief escaped the small teen as he nodded goodbye to his friends. He could hear some sports announcer's muffled voice emanating from the living room. Hiccup walked slowly, trying not to jostle the sleeping fur-ball in his arms. Stoick tore his gaze away from the football game as he heard the distinctive _clunk-pat-clunk_ from his son's footsteps.

"Hi dad," Hiccup greeted, standing in the doorway to the living room, unsure if he should enter or head upstairs.

Stoick raised an eyebrow at smile still lingering on his son's face, "I trust yah enjoyed yerself?"

The brunette nodded vigorously, "Y-yeah, it was a lot of fun."

The behemoth hummed in approval. Hiccup stood shuffled from foot to prosthetic, wondering if he should take his leave, or attempt to engage his father in further conversation.

He decided to risk it, "So, uh, how-how was your day?"

Stoick smiled and Hiccup released a silent sigh of relief, adding a point to his mental list of positive father-son interactions; they were finally in the double digits.

"Oswald and I had a good ol' time and we finished all o' our unpackin'," he paused, his mouth curving down, "Bu' Dagur was mighty upset that ye left so quick. Ye should've at least sad hi to the lad.

Hiccup tried not to wince, having happily forgotten his latest encounter with the psychopath, "Oh, uh, yeah, sorry dad. I was just–sooo excited to see my friends that I, uh, I guess I forgot. It, uh, it won't happen again."

Stoick nodded, noting how his son's smile was now strained, "Alrigh' be sure it doesn't. I'll be gone in the mornin'. We need some more cod. Do ye want anything while I'm out?"

"No, I-I'm good, yeah, good. So, I guess, uh, goodnight," Hiccup muttered, trying to keep his voice bright.

"Goodnight, son, get plenty o' rest," Stoick nodded before turning back to the screen.

The brunette slunk out of the doorway and stumbled up the dark steps. Toothless released a soft meow of annoyance, glaring up at his boy. Hiccup just muttered an apology, coaxing the feline onto his shoulders so he could open his bedroom door. Toothless immediately began hissing, claws digging into the already ruined sweater and tail wrapping protectively around his boy's neck.

"Ack! Toothless, what's the matter Bud? And could you lay off the claws a bit?" Hiccup questioned as he stepped into his room.

"Oh lowah yah shackles, ye stubborn beast. I told ye I mean 'im nah harm."

Two pairs of green eyes snapped to the old woman floating above Hiccup's bed. Her eyes were crinkled with annoyance and mirth as she watched the freckle boy experience a mini-heart attack.

"Oh gods, I forgot you were waiting Whittler, sorry," Hiccup spluttered, clutching the fabric covering his chest.

A grin stretched across her face, revealing crooked teeth and gums where teeth should have been, "Is alrigh' deary. Now, ahr ye ready tah go?"

The brunette subconsciously ran calming fingers through midnight fur, "Oh, uh, well, we'll have to wait till my father's asleep. Here I'll go find a flashlight…"

Hiccup moved over to his shelves, rummaging through drawers until he located the red appliance and slipped the wrist strap over his hand. He continued to search, pushing sketches around until he found a folded sheet of paper.

"Aha!" he exclaimed, settling on the bed next to the ghost and unfolding the paper.

A Google map's image of the forest of Burgess that he printed a week ago on a trip to the library lay before him. He grinned, picking up a stray pencil resting on the floor before he turned to face the ghost.

"So, where about is your house?" he questioned, showing her the map.

"Oh, well ahrnt ye fancay?" she chuckled, squinting her eyes and scanning the paper, "Righ' around thar. By the entrance tah them caves."

Hiccup circled the patch she pointed to. He chewed his lip, trying to calculate about how long it should take to reach the area. It was a part of the forest he had yet to explore with Toothless or Jack and Merida, but it wasn't too far from the cove. If Whittler could lead him from there, it would be no problem. Hiccup nodded to himself, folding the map the slipping it into his pocket. He gently extracted Toothless from his shoulders and deposited the grumpy feline beside him. The cat growled lowly. Whittler rolled her eyes and floated away from the bed, settling next to Hiccup's dresser.

"So, when ahr we leavin'?" she questioned, wringing her hands in anticipation.

The freckled teen wriggled underneath his bed sheets without disrupting Toothless, "As soon as we hear my father snoring. He was watching a game when I came up, so I'd give it two…maybe three hours."

She nodded, settled down, "Ye migh' as well get some shu' eye then. We'll wake yah when we hear 'im. I'm sure yah had a full day."

Hiccup smiled, pulling up the covers before Toothless settled on his stomach, "Okay, uh, sounds good."

The teen was asleep within five minutes, not even bothering to remove his prosthetic. All the walking and excitement really did a number on the freckled teen and he slept deep. It felt like mere moments when a soft paw batted at his cheeks. Forest green eyes blinked blearily up at acid green. Toothless's head was cocked to the side, ears tilted forward and twitching, acidic eyes wide and pupils dilated. The feline was absolutely adorable.

"Hey Bud," Hiccup began only to be interrupted by a yawn, "What's up?"

"It be time tah go," the elderly voice rang out over the loud snoring echoing down the hallway.

Hiccup sighed, reaching a hand up to scratch Toothless behind the ears. The cat closed his eyes in pleasure, a soft purr rumbling from his chest. The freckled teen sat up and rubbed the sleep from his tired eyes. Toothless arched his back as he rubbed against his favorite creature. Hiccup slid his legs to the side of the bed and began massaging around his stump. It was never a good idea to sleep with his prosthetic on. The feline bumped against his arm, rubbing his head against Hiccup's elbow. He chuckled, abandoning his leg to pet his friend. Hiccup stretched his arms above his head and hopped up. He grabbed the flashlight he let roll to the floor earlier and double checked that the map was still in his pocket.

Just before he left, though, a question popped into his wakening brain, "Um, how many carvings do you have?"

The woman paused in her jittery movements to scratch her skull, "Hmm, if I 'member righ' I'd say around eightay."

Hiccup almost dropped his boot, "E-eighty?"

She nodded, "Maybeh more."

The freckled teen paused, chewing on his bottom lip while his mind buzzed. He finished putting on his boots then fumbled around the room a bit. After a moment, he found his backpack and dumped its contents onto the floor. Then he threw the bag over his shoulders and walked back to the bed. Toothless pawed at the zipper before jumping in, his head popping out the top to stare over Hiccup's shoulder.

"Okay, now we just need to grab the wagon from the garage and I think that'll do it," he spoke, flicking the flashlight on and off to double check that it worked.

"Alrigh' let's get goin' then," Whittler grumbled, heading through the door.

The trio crept silently down the steps, though judging by the volume of sound created by Stoick's snoring, the precaution was unnecessary. Soon they were heading down the sidewalk. Their only light was the streetlamps, Hiccup opting to save battery-life until they reached the woods. The green wagon squeaked behind them and thumped against the uneven soil once they reached the tree line. Toothless found his way atop Hiccup's shoulders, keen eyes piercing further into the darkness then the silly flashlight. Whittler hummed as they made their way through the woods, Hiccup doing his best not to trip and fall on his face. He was more use to the bumpy ground thanks to all his treks with Jack and Merida, but they never stayed long after sunset. It didn't take too long for them to find the little cove surrounding Overland Lake. Hiccup smiled, enjoying the darkened and peaceful scene. The water was still and midnight-blue, reflecting the silhouettes of trees against the darkened sky. A soft breeze helped the vegetation dance to the music of the night, composed and performed by the insects and frogs of the forest. Toothless nudged against his head, bringing the freckled boy out of his musings and back to the mission at hand. He'd just have to store away this image for a charcoal drawing until he had some free time. He shone the flicked the flashlight back on and withdrew his map.

"Okay, it looks like, if we head ov-"

"No need tah bothar with that. I'll jus' show ye meself," Whittler exclaimed, taking off towards the right.

Hiccup jumped and stumbled as he tried to keep up, "Uh, okay, uh just – could you just slow down a bit?"

She slackened her pace and the freckled teen was able to follow without losing his footing. It took another ten minutes for his flashlight to illuminate a slightly dilapidated shack built into the side of the hill.

"We're 'ere!" Whittler exclaimed, almost glowing with excitement, "Oh, jus' wait till ye see 'em!"

Hiccup chuckled, following the ghost to the structure, wondering briefly if the structure would collapse on him once inside. He shrugged off the thought and yanked open the door. A blur of black shot out at him. Hiccup shrieked, stumbling back and falling onto the grass. Toothless hissed, leaping forwards and swiping at the dark shape.

"Turn back, turn back. No trespassers, no trespassers!" a shrill voice screeched.

Toothless leapt into the air, claws extended as he reached for the source of the sound, but the black thing rose higher into the air.

"Oh shu' it ye nasty bird! Ah brought 'em here so ye best let 'em through," Whittler growled, coming out of the house and flying at the creature.

The bird, or raven Hiccup thought, shied away from the ghost and cat, "Sorry, sorry. Come in, sorry."

Toothless growled once more before trotting over to Hiccup and rubbing against his face. The freckled boy snapped his head towards the feline, as if just noticing his presence. Shaky hands unclenched, releasing the fabric resting just above his heart as the adrenaline slowly leaked out of his veins. Hiccup reached out and gave his friend a reassuring pat. He stood up slowly, following the bird that had nearly given him a heart attack into the shack. Inside, the place was spotless and strangely contrasted its outer appearance. The raven was perched on the head of bear carving, head cocked to the side as his beady eyes watched the human and feline enter his domain. The place was filled with carvings, most of which appeared to be bear themed. Hiccup wondered if he could fit them all in his backpack and wagon.

"Wow. This is, uh, wow," he spoke intelligently, mouth slightly agape.

Toothless strutted around the shop, pawing some of the carvings before circling back around Hiccup's legs. The freckled teen adjusted the shoulder strap on his backpack before looking up at the ghost questioningly.

"Alrigh' let's load up mah babies and bring 'em to town," Whittler exclaimed cheerily, a sparkle in her eyes.

"Okay, yeah, sure," Hiccup nodded, grabbing the nearest piece, a bear catching a fish in its mouth, and loading it into the wagon.

It took a good half-hour or so, but eventually the brunette managed to fit every piece in either his backpack or wagon, though he was unable to zip his pack back up.

"Is that all?" he asked, green eyes sweeping the empty shack one last time.

Whittler nodded, floating above the wagon.

"Okay, I guess it's time to go, then. We'll just hide them in the back of the garage, dad shouldn't notice," Hiccup decided, turning around and making his way back home.

What he didn't expect, was for the raven to accompany them, "Where to? Where now?"

Whittler griped, "No, no, no. You stay back and look aftahr me cauldron. We donna want anyone findin' now, do we?"

"Fine," the bird seemed to groan, before flapping away.

Hiccup shared a look with his feline friend before turning to Whittler, "What do you mean–"

"Nothin', nothin' deary. He'll take care o' all that. Now, we need tah ge' a move on if we want ye back afore daybreak," she waved off his question and successfully distracted the boy into hurrying his pace, not wanting to risk his father waking before he reached home.

Acidic green eyes remained trained on the ghost, who only waved off the feline's stare as well. By the time they reached the Haddock residence, stored the wagon and backpack deep in the bowls of the garage, and snuck up to Hiccup's room, the sky was paling to blues and pinks. Hiccup collapsed on his bed, earning a nudge and tail flick from Toothless. The teen groaned, fumbling to get his boots off and unstrap his prosthetic before turning his face back into the pillow. The feline released a happy purr, shooting Whittler one last look before curling passively on top of his boy. Hiccup grumbled something about the added weight and constricted breathing and useless felines, but was asleep before he made even one move to dislodge his furry companion. A crooked smile stretched across the ghost's face as she watched the duo. She made herself comfortable, as comfortable as a ghost could be, and turned her attention to the rising sun.

Hiccup awoke to the soft kneading of his back, a low purr accompanying the action as Toothless worked to make his friend's back into a better bed. Bleary eyes turned to the digital clock, reading the number 4. Hiccup shot out of bed, rereading the time to assure himself that he was not experiencing momentary dyslexia. 01:34 pm stared back at him, causing the freckled teen to release a groan. He never slept this late and knew it would surely impair his ability to wake up in time for school on Monday. Toothless stalked angrily off the bed, tail twitching in annoyance that his bed had decided to get up and walk away. After strapping on his prosthetic, Hiccup did just that, stumbling downstairs to find some sort of nourishment before he left for town. He almost didn't notice the various slash marks and holes littering their walls, marks he had looked over the night before. His stomach turned with the knowledge that those had come from Dagur throwing knives at Toothless. Hiccup sighed, running his fingers over the damaged walls and thanking Odin that they had hit here instead of his best friend. The freckled boy made his way into the kitchen, refilling the small food and water bowl before finding anything for himself. He settled on toast and jam with a cup of water, before heading back upstairs and discarding the clothes he had worn all yesterday. After Toothless ate, the duo made their way into the garage, uncovering the wagon and backpack. Whittler was waiting with her carvings. The trio wandered the streets of Burgess, a rather odd sight to most passerbies. A small, scrawny teen with a black cat perched atop his shoulders, dragging a large wagon and shouldering a backpack, both overfilled with a random assortment of woodcarvings. It took just over an hour to reach Same As It Never Was Antiques on foot with so much cumbersome baggage. Hiccup scarcely bothered with the crowd, knowing they would have enough sense to move if they didn't wish to be hit by his wagon. His stumped ached slightly, complaining about its overuse. The freckled teen hit the small bell on the counter waiting to Ms. Berserk to appear. The woman did, expression just as dull as the previous night.

"Uh, hi, I'm here to drop off these carvings?" Hiccup gestured vaguely to the cart behind him, hoping for some kind of positive response, but knowing any type of response was unlikely from this relative of Dagur's.

She blinked vacantly before drawling, "How much are you willing to sell them for?"

Green eyes widened and blinked. He had never thought about getting paid for his efforts.

"Ah, no, you see, I thought I could just gi–" he began moving his arms wildly.

"No ye don't!" Whittler interrupted, jabbing a finger in his direction, "My precious works o' art will nae be sold fer less 'an their worth."

Hiccup's arms shot up in a placating gesture before turning his attention back to the shop owner, "Uh, um, how much do you th-think you'll sell them for?"

Her indifferent stare migrated to just behind him, pausing for a minute before turning back to Hiccup, "Ten to Twenty apiece."

The monotone was starting to become disconcerting, the freckled teen was ready to leave, "Then I'll take three–"

"Ye'll take no less 'an five!" Whittler demanded.

"I-I mean five dollars apiece," he finished, feeling a little guilty knowing that he was receiving money for works that weren't his own.

She blinked and Hiccup took that as a sign of agreement. He passed each piece to her, one-by-one, and she reciprocated with five dollars a pop. There turned out to be eighty-four carvings in all of various designs and sizes, so Hiccup ended up with four-hundred and twenty dollars. The freckled teen's hands were covered in a nervous sweat as he deposited the cash into his wallet, promising himself that this would go straight into his bank account and was a good investment for college. Or he would give it to charity, whichever got rid of that guilt gnawing at his insides. He wheeled the cart out of the shop, now holding a rather content Toothless, deciding it was time to head on home. He was stopped, though, by Whittler.

"Thank ye, Hiccup. Ye be a mighty fine lad," she began, giving him her crooked smile, "It's abou' time that I be going."

He nodded and could feel the warmth and joy growing within him. An oval of pure light formed next to the ghost and her eyes widened at the sight. Hiccup would never be able to describe 'the light' to anyone who asked, not that anyone did, but he would try to make little comparisons. A guardian's hug, safe, warm, and friendly. A loving glance from a parent or friend. The sky at dawn and dusk, that sense of peace and oneness with the world, that momentary halt of time, where all was forgotten but the now. Yes, he would try to find many terms to describe it, but none would come close. He couldn't help but smile, knowing this was only goodbye for now.

"Tell everyone I say hi," he smiled, offering a small wave.

Whittler grinned as she turned back to Hiccup, her eyes seeming to cloud over, "Trust yer heart, use yer head, and in times of need, look to yer friends."

Her eyes were clear once more as she turned back to the light and stepped in without a second glance.

**Thank you for reading! I wanted to add a little more of Hiccup's thoughts and yada yada but I felt like this was a good closer. The first successful ghost mission is complete =) If you have any questions/comments/critiques please leave a review and I'll answer them in the next author's note to the best of my ability. Now for some ranting, kind of. So the story is currently in the month of September and the first major arc where things pick up happens in November. The last thing I want to do is rush things, especially relationships (friendship, romantic, or otherwise), so I came up with two ways to go about this that hopefully won't be too rushed. The first option, the one I'm leaning towards, is to do a sort of montage chapter, where we get bits, pieces, summaries, and Hiccup's thoughts on some of his ghost adventures between now and November (mainly because I don't have too many ideas for the filler and I'm way too excited to get into the action). The second is to do a few chapters detailing each adventure (I'll try to do a whole encounter per chapter, but it took about four for just Whittler so idk if that'll work out). I would love to hear what you all think, and if you have any ideas on deaths/unfinished business for the more filler ghosts (and I will definitely credit anyone who inspires me - I feel it's very important to). So yeah, I hope everyone's enjoying this story and thanks again for reading it =) **


	11. Chapter 11

**Hi, I'm back with chapter 11! I decided to go with what I'll call 3 intermission chapters before I start on my first major arc, rather than doing a two month time skip. This one was inspired by **buslimpan's idea for a ghost's unfinished business. So, I own nothing but the plot, and I hope you enjoy! ****

"Watch out Freckles!"

"Wh–" Hiccup started to turn, only to be bowled over by a tall figure.

Green eyes squinted open, view obscured by white locks. Jack moved his right hand, which had been placed underneath Hiccup's head to cushion it from the fall, to hoist himself above his younger friend.

Wide eyes narrowed in annoyance, "What was that for?"

A light chuckle escaped the whitette as he sat back on his heels and extended a hand for his friend to take, icy blue eyes crinkled in amusement, "You almost stepped on a crack! I just saved your family a huge medical expense!"

Hiccup scoffed as he took the hand, not bothering to mention that his lack of mother already had him covered, and allowed Jack to hoist him to his feet, "Since when are you superstitious?"

"It's Friday the 13th, of _October_. This is like, the unluckiest day of the year. You gotta watch out," he spoke with mock concern, ruffling his friend's hair.

The younger teen slapped the hand away and shot him a deadpan stare, "Oh. Thank you. My hero."

Jack gave a small bow and smirk.

This earned him an eye roll, before Hiccup started looking around, "Hey, where's Merida?"

"She got called out to the office, I guess her parents picked her up early for something," the elder teen shrugged, walking towards the forest.

The brunette frowned, worry knitting his brow, "Did she not say anything?"

Jack shook his head, "Nope, but she said she'd text me later when she found out. So for now it's just you and me."

"Oh joy," the freckled teen grumbled as the whitette grabbed his arm and tugged him along.

"Oh, come on Hic, you know you love me," Jack grinned, pulling the smaller boy to his side.

Hiccup couldn't help the small grin that came to his face as he elbowed the older male, "Yeah, yeah. Just keep telling yourself that, Frosty."

The whitette pushed him aside and stuck his tongue out, "I'm not a snowman!"

"Coulda fooled me," he giggled, running ahead.

"Oh, you're gonna get it now, Freckles!" Jack promised, slowly chasing after his friend.

Green eyes flickered back to see Mrs. Frost chuckling at their antics as Jack raised his fist in the air for vengeance.

The whitette decided to catch his friend just as they were entering the cove, pushing him to the ground once more.

"Now for your punishment," the elder teen grinned as Hiccup halfheartedly tried to push him off, "I think tickle torture is appropriate."

"Oh, come on Jack, how old are you? Fi–" but he broke off into a fit of laughter as long, pale fingers attacked his sides, "Oh, heheh, God-d-ds, J-Jack, hah hah, st-stop!"

"Do you surrender?" the elder demanded, blue eyes twinkling.

"F-f, hah hah, fine, j-just ge-get off!" he spluttered, wriggling away from the tickling fingers.

Jack rolled away, jumped to his feet, and punched the air, "And Jack Frost wins again!"

The freckled teen sat up, wiping at his eyes, "Yeah, heh, way to go, beating a kid three years your junior and a half a foot shorter. What an accomplishment."

"Yeah, yeah, you're just a sore loser," the elder taunted, sticking his tongue out before prancing around the lake, "Hurry up, Freckles. It's time to go spelunking."

Green eyes lit up as Hiccup stumbled to his feet, "Coming!"

The caves running through Burgess were of natural intrigue to the small brunette and a place of adventure for his older companion. Jack and Merida spent hours wandering through the tunnels despite their relatively small attention spans. Hiccup had already created a basic mental map of the pathways beneath the Earth that he traversed with his friends. It didn't hurt when he could ask either of the Frosts if a dead end or dangerous area was up ahead. Bats, salamanders, and other albino or translucent insects inhabited the caverns and fascinated the freckled teen to no end when he chanced upon them. The trio hid three flashlights in a crevice just outside the cave entrance, two of which Jack and Hiccup took on their venture. What Hiccup did not plan for was the hulking man that appeared out of nowhere before him.

"Can you see me?" the goliath growled.

Hiccup yelped and fell to the floor, scooting backwards along the stone. The man before him was almost as large as his father, with a rectangular face, bulging muscles, and a long, brown beard. His pale green eyes were overshadowed, by thick, dark eyebrows and his large, angular nose.

"Hiccup, are you okay!" Jack called, running back towards his friend, right through the behemoth.

The freckled teen forced his eyes back to his friend, hovered worriedly over him, "I-I'm fine. I just, uh, just got startled by a bat is all. Heh, flew right over my head."

Blue eyes narrowed quizzically as Hiccup fumbled to his feet, "If you're sure…"

"Yep, yep. Totally, one hundred percent fine. Heh heh, you know me, just a little clumsy," he rambled nervously, swinging his lanky arms about and plastering on what he hoped to be a convincing smile.

"Okay," Jack said slowly, keeping ahold of his friend's hand, "Let's get outta here, it's about time for me to go pick up my sister."

Hiccup only nodded as the whitette pulled him along and shivered when Jack pulled him through the stranger. He hated the feeling of passing through a ghost, like icy water slithering through his insides, leaving a chill within and without. He missed the concerned glance Jack shot him as well as the conversation between Mrs. Frost and the Hulk. Soon the brunette was blinking against the sudden sunlight. Jack grabbed his flashlight and stuck it back in the crevice as Hiccup regained his bearings.

"So, do you want me to walk you home, or…" the whitette trailed off, blue eyes flicking down glance at his friend's leg.

Hiccup caught the glance, "Nope! No, I'm fine. Just peachy, I'll just, uh, I better get home before Toothless scratches down the door."

That earned a light chuckle, "Alright, see ya around Hic! Try not to get eaten by wolves."

"Can't make any promises," he called back as Jack took off, Mrs. Frost sending him a small wave before following her son.

"Sorry," a gravelly voice spoke directly behind him, "Didn't mean to spook ya."

The freckled teen turned slowly to face him, if Mrs. Frost deemed the goliath as friendly, he would as well, "No, uh, it-it's fine. I'm sorry for, er, running through you. My, uh, my bad."

The man just waved a giant hand to ward off his apology, "It's fine, but I need your help."

"Oh, um okay, just let me, uh…Can we go my house first?" Hiccup questioned, rubbing his arms nervously.

The man nodded, so the brunette started his journey home.

"So, uh, I'm Hiccup, I mean, that's my name, I don't have the hiccups–" he started to ramble.

"My name is Vladimir Cun Nori," he interrupted with a small smile.

"Nice to meet you Mr. Nor–"

"Call me Vladimir."

"Vladimir. Uh, what seems to be the, er, problem?" the freckled teen questioned, green eyes distracted by the colorful scenery.

A large sigh came from his right, "It…it's a long story."

"Well, we still have a ways to go until we reach my house. I'm all ears," Hiccup offered him a crooked smile.

The man nodded, eyebrows furrowed with a pensive frown, "You see, my mother and I were…estranged during my life. She didn't approve of my…unconventional hobby. We fought, we grew apart, and never really reconciled our differences. I haven't spoken to her or my father in years. Last month I found out I had throat cancer and, as you can see, little time. I wanted to call my parents to, if nothing less, say goodbye, but I was…afraid. So I started writing a letter. I figured if I couldn't call them directly, then maybe I could leave them one last note to remember me by. But I never finished. I…I was hoping you could finish the letter and send it to my parents. I understand if this request seems a little odd, but, I know I can't find peace until it's finished."

Hiccup paused in his driveway, turning his full attention to the ghost, "No, it's not odd at all. I'd be more than happy to help."

"Thank you Hiccup, I can't tell you how grateful I am," Vladimir grinned, relief relaxing his brow.

The freckled teen pushed on inside, "Toothless, I'm home! We have another guest, so be nice!"

Acidic green eyes peered at the duo from the kitchen table, black tail flicking in annoyance.

"Ah, Toothless! You know dad hates it when he finds cat hair on the table. Come on, get off you useless feline," Hiccup grumbled, nudging the cat away and brushing excess hair off the surface.

The feline gave a small growl of annoyance, circling around Hiccup's feet and glaring at the newest intruder. Vladimir kept his distance.

"So, uh," Hiccup stuttered, picking up his irritated friend and heading towards the steps, "Where is your letter? And where do your parents live?"

"That's the problem," Vladimir began, scratching his beard in thought, "I think the hospital staff collected it when they were cleaning my room. I need you to go pick it up before they throw it away or send it to my parents unfinished."

Hiccup's steps faltered as he entered his room, "Uh, is that legal? I mean, I don't know if they'll just hand it over if I'm not a relative or something."

"Just tell them your name is Victor Nori. He's my nephew, and you look about his age," the giant waved off the question, pale eyes wandering around the small bedroom.

"Yep, that sounds pretty illegal. Plus, don't they require some sort of identification, like a driver's license or something?" the freckled teen continued to question as he rifled through his drawer for the binder.

"Victor isn't old enough to drive. Don't worry, it'll be fine," he reaffirmed.

Hiccup extracted the Book of Ghosts with a sigh, running a hand through his messy hair, "O-okay. I'll try, but you'll have to show me where the hospital is. I hope it's within walking distance."

The man grinned, "Thank you."

"Yeah, sure, just ah, when do we need to leave?" he asked, trying to create a quick sketch of the behemoth before they left.

Vladimir frowned, glancing towards the door, "As soon as possible would be best."

"Okay, um, give me just…another…second…Okay, done. Uh, let me grab Toothless, er, wait, they probably won't let him in the hospital, huh. Sorry Bud, you'll have to sit this one out," Hiccup apologized, offering the feline a scratch behind the ears.

Toothless growled his protest, but made no move to stop his boy from leaving, so the duo left and made their way to the hospital. It took around a half hour on foot to reach the tall, white structure. Hiccup entered anxiously, mumbling under his breath as he approached the counter.

"Hello, how may I help you?" a man with short, blonde hair and chocolate brown eyes questioned.

"H-hi, I, uh, my name is, V-victor Nori and, uh, I'm here to pick up a l-letter my uncle wrote before he passed. His n-name is Vladimir Nori," Hiccup tried not to stutter as he lied through his teeth.

The man raised an eyebrow before rifling through some of his files, "Ah, yes, Vladimir Nori. Okay, Victor, I have the letter, but can I ask why your parents aren't here to pick it up?"

Hiccup was sure he was sweating buckets, "They, uh, they're running some errands, really busy and all, so they sent me to come pick it up. Th-that's n-not a pr-pr-problem, is it?"

The man chuckled, "No, no it's fine. Here it is. Sorry about your Uncle."

"Th-th-thanks," Hiccup muttered, gently grabbing the letter, before turning away from the counter, releasing a shaky sigh of relief.

Just as he was exiting the doors, a voice rang out, "Hiccup!"

The boy jumped, but continued outside, praying the owner of the voice wouldn't pursue him. Of course, he was wrong.

Merida burst out of the doors after him, grabbing his wrist, "Oi, didn't ya hear meh? Wha' ahr ye doin' here, Hiccup?"

"Oh, Merida! Hi, Merida–Merida, hi!" the freckled teen stammered, shoving the letter in his back pocket out of view.

"Yeah, 'ello tah ye too. But wha' ahr ye doin' here?" Merida insisted, scanning her friend for any sign of injury.

The freckled teen glanced around desperately searching for some sort of story, "Oh, what am I doing here? I was just, uh, you know, taking a, um, stroll around town. You know, I thought it would be a, um, good idea to find out where the hospital was, in case…I…ever need it. Yeah, cause you know how clumsy I can be. Anyway, mission successful. Uh, what are you doing here?"

Blue eyes gazed at him skeptically, before she shook her head, taking this as another one of her friend's quirks, "Oh, one o' me brothers rollah bladed intah a tree an' now he needs stiches. Nah biggy. I swear, those boys are going tah lose all thahr brain cells before they reach middle school."

Hiccup released a slightly forced chuckle, "Yikes, well, I'm glad he's alright. Anyway, I better head back before my dad gets home, so, I'll, uh, see you later. Bye!"

With that the freckled teen was off, leaving his friend to shake her head and reenter the hospital. Hiccup seemed odd, but she guessed he was just…being Hiccup.

"Oh, gods that was too much. I think I just lost about ten years off my life. That…that was terrifying," Hiccup gasped, flailing his arms in exasperation.

Vladimir frowned, "Sorry, I didn't mean to cause so much trouble."

The freckled teen sighed, "No…no it's not your fault. I just really did not expect Merida to be there. If she had seen me at the counter–now, that would have ended badly."

The behemoth nodded while Hiccup chewed on his bottom lip. He didn't want to think about all the trouble he would be in had she called out his name and the clerk discover his lie. That was far too close for comfort. Oh well, he had the letter now, all that was left to do would be to finish and deliver it.

"So, where do your parents live?" Hiccup questioned, refraining from gazing at his invisible companion in public.

"Do you know where the orphanage is? They live a block away, I can show you," he murmured, his gravelly voice low, but content.

Hiccup nodded, glancing at the garage to see that his father's car was still absent, "Alright, well, let's finish this letter and then Toothless and I'll deliver it. Can I just stick it in their mailbox or do you need me to hand deliver it?"

The black cat immediately hopped onto the brunette's shoulders as he entered, casting a glare at the ghost.

"I'd prefer you hand deliver it, just to make sure they open it. I…I'm afraid they'll see it's from me and ignore it," Vladimir muttered, worry evident in his furrowed brows.

Hiccup sighed, but nodded in consent, placing a calming hand on his furry friend, "Okay, just let me go grab a pen…"

The freckled dictated for a good fifteen minutes or so, eyes constantly watching the clock in fear of his father's return. He didn't know what the man would do if he found the letter. Probably call the police. Or the nearest mental institute. Luckily, Stoick did not return early and Hiccup managed to leave with Toothless, leaving a sticky not on the fridge saying he was taking his furry friend on a walk and would return before dark. The trio traveled in relative silence, Hiccup not wanting to draw any attention to himself, while Vladimir contemplated the upcoming encounter. Green eyes flickered up to the white sign hanging off of the brick building, reading Burgess Home for Children. His frown lifted at the sound of laughter emanating from the building, knowing it was probably due to the efforts of one tall, white-haired teen. What he didn't notice were the icy blue eyes catching sight of him from the upper-floor's window, watching his progress to the Noir household.

Hiccup stopped in front of the small, tan building Vladimir pointed out. The house was quaint, if not a little plain, their only decoration being the two hanging plants framing their doorway. Fallen leaves of gold and crimson littered their yard and crunched beneath the teen's feet. He shuffled nervously at the door. With a nudge from Toothless, Hiccup raised his hand and knocked twice. He silently counted to twenty, just about ready to knock again or try and find their doorbell when the handle turned. The door swung open to reveal a tall, thick-bodied woman, a foot or two taller than the small brunette. Her eyes were small and pale green, her coffee colored hair in a thick braid trailing down to her thighs. She wore a long, moss-green dress, along with a tan jacket and black boots. Her jaw was strong and her nose was an exact replica of Vladimir's. Hiccup would have been intimidated by her, had he not grown up surrounded by women with muscles even bulkier than hers. Instead the boy managed a small, nervous smile.

"We're not buying whatever you're selling," her voice was gruff and definite.

Hiccup waved his arms frantically, "Uh, no, I'm not selling anything. I-I have a letter to deliver to Mr. and Mrs. Noir."

The woman eyed him skeptically, "Why didn't you send it through the mail, like a normal person."

"I-I wanted to make sure they got it, uh, you see, it's from their deceased son, Vladimir Noir," the freckled teen tried not to flinch under her harsh tone, taking comfort in Toothless's tail coiling protectively around him.

Her eyes widened and Hiccup could've sworn neither she nor Vladimir was breathing, "Come in."

Hiccup stepped into their home, hardly noticing the sparsely decorated interior, "Uh, th-thanks."

"Honey," she called through the house, "A young man has come to give us a letter from Vlad."

She led Hiccup into a small living space with two old couches and a television. A tiny man who came up to Hiccup's waist entered the room. He was mostly bald, with a long white beard and bushy eyebrows, a round red nose, and half his teeth missing. He stumbled across the floor, hiccupping and muttering to himself, and jumped up on the couch, half-lidded eyes gazing at Hiccup.

"That's my dad," Vladimir said unnecessarily, though the connection was a little hard to see.

Hiccup nodded dumbly, glancing between the hulking female and her midget husband, "So, uh, I'll just give this to you and I'll be on my way…"

"Come, sit," Mrs. Noir demanded more than invited.

"Okay," Hiccup sat on the couch facing the old man, rubbing his arms anxiously.

Mrs. Noir stood before him, strong hand extended towards the small brunette, "May I have the letter?"

Hiccup handed her the paper and she sat down, eyes flicking back to him briefly, "Would you like any refreshments?"

The freckled teen shook his head, "N-no thanks. I-I'm good."

She nodded, opening the letter and scanning over it slowly. Vladimir hovered next to Hiccup, meaty hands clenching and unclenching as he waited for his parents to finish his letter. Mr. Noir's hazy stare slowly morphed into a sad smile, while his wife remained stoic. After what felt like hours, she folded the paper and set it down in her lap.

"Why is only half of it in Vladimir's handwriting?" she questioned, her eyes boring holes into Hiccup's soul.

"Oh, um, you see, he dictated the second half to me, after…after he was no longer able to write," he mumbled unable to meet her gaze.

He missed the small frown that grew on her face, "And why did you write it? Who were you to Vladimir?"

Hiccup raised his hands in a defensive gesture, before running his fingers through Toothless's fur to calm himself, "I, uh, I was…volunteering at the hospital i-in their hospice program. I-I was assigned your son's room and he asked me to finish it for him and deliver it."

The woman nodded once, "Thank you. My husband and I are very grateful for your efforts. We didn't hear of his sickness until after Vlad's passing…so thank you for helping to care for him."

"Uh, yo-you're welcome. Um, I, uh, I better be heading home now, uh," Hiccup stammered, trying to get out of the thick atmosphere.

She stood and nodded, "Yes, of course."

Mrs. Noir walked him to the door and bid him good evening. The door shut with a slam causing the brunette to jump. He stood at their doorstep for a minute, catching his breath. Just as he was about to go, a loud wail burst from the house. Lighter sobbing joined the heart wrenching noise, punctuated with gasps and moans.

"Hiccup," the freckled teen locked eyes with the smiling ghost, "Thank you, for everything."

The small teen couldn't help the small smile that snuck onto his face, despite the sounds of grief from the house, "You're welcome, I'm glad I could help."

An oval of pure light materialized by the hulking ghost. A full grin spread across Hiccup's face as the feeling of warmth and security filled him. Even Toothless purred in joy.

"Tell everyone I said hi," the freckled teen waved.

Vladimir nodded, turning and disappearing into the light.

**Thanks for reading! The next intermission chapter will be a little different from this one, more like a Halloween special, but the third will be more like this one. Um, a **quick** note, hospice is a hospital or care program for people who are dying, just trying to keep them comfortable in their final days. I really doubt a hospital employee would just give away the letter like that, but I thought Hiccup needed a break. Vladimir is the ruffian/thug from Tangled who likes ceramic unicorns - that's his unconventional hobby. Did anyone catch his name? Cun Nori? Unicorn? Eh? Yeah I get a kick out of the little things. Mr. Nori is the little old man/ cupid ruffian/thug from Tangled, but I just made Mrs. Nori up, sorry. I also apologize if this was a littler rushed, but I really wanted to fit it all in one chapter and finish it before my spring break is over and I am once again swamped by school. If anyone is wondering, the reason the ghosts thus far and some of those after already know what their unfinished business is, is because Mrs. and Mr. Frost have been screening them, making sure only those who are ready and willing to pass on go to Hiccup, which makes his job a lot easier. Yeah, so these chapters are mainly for a bit of lightheartedness (kinda, it's a ghost au, so there's still a bit of death and grief) and to show relationship progression, like with Hiccup's speech pattern (which I hope doesn't seem too random - he stutters when he's nervous or around people he doesn't know very well) and yeah. Sorry for rambling, but thanks again for reading!**


	12. Chapter 12

**Hi, I'm back with chapter 12! I really enjoyed writing this one, but as it is about four in the morning now, I apologize ahead of time for any mistakes/errors riddled throughout (please let me know if you see any and I'll fix them). So here is intermission chapter 2, a little Halloween special because it's a ghost story and I couldn't just pass up this opportunity =) So, I own nothing but the plot and I hope you enjoy!**

Hiccup's fingers raced across the keyboard, green eyes constantly flicking between what he was typing and the little digital clock in the bottom right-hand corner of the screen. It was almost five-thirty. The brunette bit his bottom lip and chewed on it anxiously. He needed to finish this essay in time to get home, check on Toothless, find something to wear, bathe, and hopefully force something down before seven. Cursing himself for spending so much time afterschool working on new leg designs for both he and his feline friend, instead of working on this essay due on Monday. Five minutes later, the freckled teen pressed spellcheck, file, and print. He organized the papers, relishing in the slight warmth it gave his numb fingers, stapled them together, then high-tailed it out of the library. After a quick trip down the street and a stiff hello to his father, Hiccup hopped upstairs to his room. A ball of black fur leaped from the bed, rubbing up against his stick-thing legs, and meowing for attention.

"Sorry, Bud. You know the rules, no pets in the library," Hiccup apologized, reaching down to give the feline an affectionate stroke.

Toothless flicked his tail, weaving in between his boy's legs as the brunette attempted to reach his closet.

"I know, I know you're not a pet. You're my best friend, but by society's standards you're just an allergic reaction waiting to happen. So, sorry, but you'll have to be bored for just a little longer," Hiccup stumbled around the indignant creature, opening his closet and scanning for the proper attire.

Yes, Hiccup Haddock Horrendous the Third was about to go to his first party. The first he was invited to, anyway. His childhood birthday celebrations were more like beat-up sessions with adult supervision, so they didn't really count. No, the fourteen-year-old was going to a real, one-hundred percent legitimate party; and he was sweating bullets. That's why the bath was necessary. Hiccup swiped his desired apparel and raced to the bathroom as fast as his new prosthetic would allow; which happened to be quite fast, as it was a little lighter and more streamlined, but it also caused him to slide more on smoother surfaces when he went without his boots. A problem he would tinker with during the week, when he had more time and paper and was not about to submerge himself in water. The brunette shook his head, storing the numerous schematics forming in his mind's eye to the back of his brain. He started the water for the bath, unlatched his prosthetic, took off his clothes, and slid into the warm liquid. A sigh of contentment escaped from the freckled teen as he allowed himself to relax. His stump was relishing the soothing water, having ached from the adjustment to the new piece of wood and metal strapped to it. The brunette gave himself fifteen minutes to enjoy the bath, then half-crawled out into the relatively chilly air of the bathroom. He toweled off and then scrambled into his 'costume', something he had thrown together when first Flynn first invited him to the Halloween Party. His grey pants were stuffed into the boots he covered in brown faux- fur. A moss-green shirt, which he created a year or two ago when he dreamt of having his growth spurt, hung halfway down his thighs. A little snip here, a little string there, and the shirt was transformed into a tunic. He used the rest of the faux-fur to fashion a little vest. A metal fruit bowl from the kitchen, decorated with aluminum foil and paint, completed the little ensemble. Hiccup tried scrounging around the garage for an old trashcan lid or something else to use for a shield, but figured it would be too cumbersome. So, his Viking outfit was complete.

Hiccup hobbled back to his room, shoving his phone and wallet into his right boot. The dusty mirror covered partly by a pile of books was given a moment's contemplation, before the young teen frowned and turned away. To himself, he appeared strikingly un-Viking-like, but it was the best he could throw together in the week he was given to prepare. Had he three weeks, the brunette would have created the best dragon costume, with moving wings and maybe even earflaps – but there was no point in dreaming about that with only twenty minutes till seven.

"So, Toothless, what do you think?" Hiccup asked his furry friend, straightening his back to try and look at least a little taller.

Acidic green eyes narrowed in contemplation, head tilted to the side. The feline's ears flicked back and forth. Pupils dilated and a short purr was released.

A crooked grin stretched across the brunette's face, "Thanks, Bud. Well, wish me luck!"

With that, Hiccup turned and left. Toothless's tail flickered across the bed sheets as he watched his human disappear down the hallway. Glowing eyes flickered towards the window, a growl emanating from the small creature, low and threatening. Shadows scattered from the edge of the window pane, fleeing into the night.

Hiccup munched on his apple, knowing there would probably be food and drinks at the party. He gulped nervously. Though he often acted like a child, Flynn was the eldest of Hiccup's friends at the age of 23. Most of the man's friends were in or just out of college, creating a rather significant age gap for the young brunette. He had no idea what to expect. So, he waited brushing his teeth once more so he didn't have fruit breath. Rapunzel arrived just two minutes after seven. Hiccup called a small farewell to his father and entered the car, thanking his blonde friend for retrieving him. Rapunzel's jovial nature and excited energy rubbed off on her nervous friend, helping the freckled teen to loosen up and actually look forward to the venture. Once they arrived at Flynn's apartment, the duo exited the car and Hiccup could finally see his friend's costume. She wore a long lavender dress with a fake pink corset around her middle. Delicate, flowering vines swirled across the garment in artistic precision. A floppy witch's hat sat lopsided atop her head, held in place by bobby pins. She was barefooted, per norm, and completed her attire with an old broom she stored in the back seat of the car.

"Wow, Rapunzel, your costume is great!" Hiccup complimented, surprised by the craftsmanship she put into her dress.

"You think?" she asked, twirling, "I wasn't sure…I mean, I made it by hand and it was really fun, but my mannequin's a bit short, so I was worried about the length."

"No, it's perfect, really!" he assured, wondering how long it must have taken her to create.

"Thanks, Hiccup, that's really sweet of you. Oh, and I just adore your costume. You look so cute!" she all but squealed, pushing back the oversized helmet which had started to fall over his eyes.

"Uh, thanks," the brunette mumbled, embarrassed both for the compliment and his apparent lack of masculinity.

Spring green eyes flickered in understanding as Rapunzel noticed her friend's smile falter, "I mean, in the manliest way possible of course. No one will be able to stand up to all…this!"

A laugh escaped the smaller teen, "You just gestured to all of me."

She nodded in approval, turning to enter the small abode of her boyfriend. Hiccup trotted behind her with a small smile on his lips. A smile which fell when they opened the white-washed door to reveal a room blasting music and jam-packed with people. The freckled teen paused in the doorway to gather his courage before stepping inside.

Hiccup clung to Merida's side as another drunk floundered past them on their way to the kitchen. He pushed up his helmet for the hundredth time with his right hand which was clutching his practically empty water bottle, thus their expedition to the kitchen for another. The red-head stuck with her nervous friend, having arrived herself an hour or two after him. She was not fashionably late, wearing a partially torn sky-blue dress with golden trimmings. The ginger explained her attire as the product of sneaking out of her own family's Halloween party, not able to tolerate her mother's choice of dress nor need to shove every boy from the private school at her daughter. She was much more in her element here, munching on chips and snorting at drunks. Merida also found herself as Hiccup's major source of moral support for Rapunzel spent the majority of her time with Flynn who needed to entertain all of his guests. The duo retrieved two unopened water bottles before heading back to the main room. Music pounded throughout the apartment, mostly the latest techno-pop song, but interwoven were Halloween classics, such as the Monster Mash. At such times when these songs were played, everyone would drop what they were doing and sing along. That was Hiccup's favorite part. He loved seeing a whole house of adults jam out to childhood songs, songs he and Merida belted out along with the rest.

Jack didn't arrive until after eleven, having spent the majority of his night traversing the streets with his sister and the rest of the kids from the orphanage. This was a good time of year for the little rascals and people often gave Jack toys or clothes if they recognized the large group. Holidays were always a convenient reminder to the citizens of Burgess that their orphanage was full and could use a little love. The whitette chuckled as he entered the apartment, dodging stray drunkards and food fights. He weaved through the crowds, eventually spotting the telltale main of red curls. The ginger looked as wild as usual especially as she guffawed at the antics of those around her. A little Viking stood at her side, his forest green eyes alight with mirth. Jack wandered towards them unnoticed and stole the oversized helmet from atop his friend's head.

"Hey," Hiccup turned, a grin replacing his shock as he caught sight of the whitette, "Jack, you made it!"

"Yep, nice costume, Freckles. You are by far the cutest little Viking around," the elder teen smirked, holding the helmet just out of Hiccup's reach, "And you, fair princess, look like you grappled with a bear."

Merida smacked him upside the head, swiped the helmet, and plopped it back on the reddening brunette. The freckled teen muttered a soft thanks to red-head, before shooting Jack a glare. It ended up as more of a pout.

"An' wha' ahr ye suppose' tah be? I donnae see any costume on ye!" Merida accused, hands placed firmly at her hips.

The whitette grinned and turned, "Why, I'm Jack Frost. Couldn't you tell?"

Hiccup snorted, "Yeah, really switching it up, aren't you Jack?"

"You bet your scrawny butt I am. Even let Sunny help me decorate," he smirked, twirling the wooden staff in his hand and almost smacking an innocent passerby.

"Oi, ye bes' be careful wi' tha' thing Frost. Yah donnae wanna rile up these poor drunken sods," she grinned, jabbing her thumb at the crowd.

"Yeah, wouldn't want them running after me in their inebriated state. I'd be a goner for sure," icy blue eyes rolled.

The two continued their banter while Hiccup assessed Jack's costume. At first glance it appeared the whitette had thrown on his favorite blue hoodie and some brown khakis. Upon further inquiry, one would see the glittering frost patterns adorning the sleeves, collar, and pant legs. It appeared to be…glitter glue? Hiccup wasn't sure, but the intricate designs were definitely by Jack's hand. The random wooden crook was similarly decorated, but the 'frost' seemed more splattered rather than painted. Now that was probably the work of his sister. Hiccup was surprised at the amount of detail his normally hyperactive and short-attention spanned friend managed to put into his costume. The trio meandered through the crowds, Mrs. Frost floating above their heads so as not to be constantly walked through. They loaded up on sugar and watched more than participated in the exploits of the more tipsy guests. Merida pointed out that they had both dinner, er, desert and a show. The whitette managed to save quite a few people from some nasty falls with the use of his crook. However, as the night wore on, Hiccup began to feel a little claustrophobic. He silently slipped away from his friends who were debating the pros and cons of recording their fellow party goers. The small brunette weaved through the crowds, finally making his way to the door. He left unnoticed by all. Hiccup took a deep breath of the cool night air, enjoying the quiet of the abandoned streets. He yawned, thinking it must be around midnight if not later. Green eyes lifted to the sky to see stars twinkling between puffs of black clouds. The brunette sat there for a while and allowed the hype of the party to seep from his bones. While he was glad to participate in such an exciting venture, it was a little much for the young teen. A couple minutes passed in the calming atmosphere before Hiccup felt something was…off. His gut was slowly twisting itself into a knot and he could feel a headache coming on. Forest green orbs flitted around, trying to find the cause of his unease. Green met gold and Hiccup's world froze.

Directly across the street stood a tall figure that one might mistake for a small tree. The man blended in with the darkness of the night, his black hair and robe almost indistinguishable. Ashen gray skin seemed sickly as it stretched around the stranger's angular face. Though, the two features that stood out most about the man, were his sharpened white teeth and unearthly golden eyes. Eyes that glowed in night, glinting with grim pleasure and a flicker of insanity. They held something more, a strange intensity that Hiccup would almost call familiar. The freckled teen barely noticed the fading of the moonlight as clouds rolled across the sky to cover its source. The man grinned wickedly, slinking forwards in the shadows of the night. Something inside Hiccup was screaming, screaming for him to flee, to run, to do anything but just stand there as this presence drew nearer. His body was wracked with shivers, but he felt paralyzed. The man just crept closer. Hiccups mind was reeling with commands, jumbled in its urgency to be heard. His headache was raging now and black spots dotting his hypnotized stare. Bile churned in his stomach. He felt woozy. The stranger was halfway across the street when his mind broke. This was bad _bad_ _BAD_ and he needed to get _away_, gEt AwAy before-bEfOrE-_BeFOrE_-

"Hey, Hic, there you are! Me and Mer have been looking all over for you," a deep voice rang out beside him, muffled through the pained haze surrounding the freckled teen, "…Hiccup? Hey, Hiccup, are you okay?"

The man halted at the sidewalk, golden orbs flickering to the newcomer for just a moment. He was too close, ToO cLoSSSSSE, and this was bad, this was–

"Hiccup?" a hand on his shoulder, cool against the raging fire of his nerves, "Dude, you're sweating like crazy! You didn't drink from one of those red cups, did you Hic? Hey, I need you to answer me Hiccup."

Suddenly a form blocked his view of the stranger. Warm caramel eyes replaced the piercing gold, browns and crèmes and peaches replaced gray and black and white.

"Hiccup, Hiccup look at me," the voice was soft, but urgent, calm, but strong, "You need to go inside right now. I'll be in soon. Go!"

The freckled teen nodded, stumbling backwards on quaking legs. The cool hand steadied him as he lurched towards the door.

"Hiccup, hey, what're you doing kid, you're really making me worried," the deep voice spoke, but Hiccup didn't have time to decipher it, he needed to go.

Soon he was inside, away from that presence, away from those eyes. He floundered through the crowds, found a wall, and sunk to the ground. The spots were dissipating, the headache dulling, his gut slowly untwisting. Hiccup took gasping breaths. His hands were trembling, sweat trickling down his skin. Eventually he calmed his beating heart enough to notice Jack before him.

"Dammit Hiccup, you better not have grabbed one of those red cups. Shit this is bad, come on Freckles, I need you to respond, come on, or else I'm gonna call–" the whitette was rambling, kneeling in front of the small brunette as he fumbled for his phone.

"S-s-sorry Jack. I-I'm f-f-fine. I w-was j-j-just a l-little cl-claus-claustrophobic. Don't w-worry," he stuttered, meeting the panicky blue eyes of his friends.

Icy orbs narrowed, despite the whitette's sigh of relief, "You're obviously not fine you idiot. What happened?"

"N-Nothing ha-happened, Jack. I-I'm fine, see? I just-t needed a break," Hiccup reassured, feeling better with each passing moment.

A cool hand pressed against his forehead and Hiccup couldn't resist leaning against it. A sigh of pleasure escaped the freckled boy as the hand helped sooth his boiling skin.

"Yikes, Hic, you're burning up," Jack cursed, slowly retracting his hand despite the small whine the brunette released with the loss of contact, "Stay here and don't move. I'll be right back, okay?"

The whitette didn't wait to hear the brunette's grumbled complaints, searching for the kitchen to collect plenty of ice and bottled water. Not a moment later and caramel eyes were gazing into his own again.

"Are you okay Hiccup?" Mrs. Frost questioned, raising a hand as if to check him just as her son did, but then retracting it upon remembrance that she would merely pass through him and cause them both discomfort.

"Yeah, I'll b-be fine. I just need a-a minute," the brunette responded, shifting so that he was sitting up.

"Thank goodness," the woman sighed, before narrowing her gaze, "Hiccup, do not approach that spirit. You need to be very careful. I apologize for my own negligence. I thought that if he hadn't sought you out yet, that he had no interest in you. Even then, I didn't think he would try to approach you when I was so near at hand."

"W-who was that?" Hiccup muttered, his symptoms mostly gone save a deep chill that caused him to shudder.

"That was a very old, very malicious spirit. He radiates and feeds off of only negative energies and emotions. Stay away from him. Do not try to help him, Hiccup, he will only hurt you," she warned, gaze searching his face for any hint of defiance.

The heat of his skin and chill of his bones was starting to drive the poor boy mad, "I won't. Promise."

Mrs. Frost exhaled gratefully, "Alright, good. Have Jack walk you home, okay? It's not that far on foot and I want to be there in case that bastard tries to come back, okay?"

"Sure," the freckled teen consented without resistance, standing and stretching his sore limbs.

"Hiccup, I told you not to move!" Jack called as he finished squeezing through the crowds.

"And I told you I'm fine, see?" Hiccup gestured vaguely to himself.

The whitette only pressed his hand to the younger teen's forehead, "You're still burning up. Here, take this."

A bag of ice and a water bottle were shoved into the brunette's hands, "Uh, thanks. Um…Jack? Do you think you could walk me home? I mean, I am still a little woozy–"

"Yeah, I'll text Mer on the way to let her know. Here, let's get you home," Jack agreed eagerly, wrapping one arm around the tiny shoulders of his friend and pulling the younger male close.

The duo navigated through the crowds, but Hiccup hesitated at the door.

"Don't worry, he won't come near you with me here," Mrs. Frost comforted him, sanding on the other side of the freckled teen.

Moonlight greeted Hiccup and Jack as they stepped outside, illuminating the sidewalk better than the old, decrepit streetlamps that barely gave off a glow. No golden eyes watched him from the shadows, no figure stalked their movements. They walked in silence, enjoying the comfort brought about by the mere presence of the other. Though Jack still radiated concern, he was fairly relieved by Hiccup's turn around and wondered at what some adult was thinking, slipping a fourteen year old some wacky drug. They must've been really wasted to play such a cruel joke on such an innocent kid. Hiccup found his friend's embrace, though annoying, was also comforting after his…confrontation. He tried to banish thoughts of the strange spirit from his mind, tried to ignore the familiarity he felt in that gaze and the pure fear which had paralyzed him. Instead he focused on the gentle light of the moon, the cool touch against still heated skin, the strength and protection promised in that one gesture. November was well on its way by the time Jack helped Hiccup inside his home and up to the room where Toothless awaited. A black paw stretched underneath the closed door, desperately trying to reach his friend. When Hiccup opened the door a ball of black fur pounced on him, throwing the freckled teen off balance. Frantic whines came from the feline as he rubbed his head against every part of his human he could reach. Jack chuckled at the sight and bid Hiccup a goodnight. The brunette spent a good half hour assuring Toothless that he was unharmed.

The two curled up in Hiccup's bed, awaiting the morning's light.

**Thanks for reading! Yeah, I really enjoyed finally writing about that character who just popped up who everyone has probably guessed the identity to. So, I've never actually been to a big party like that, thus the pretty vague descriptions of the party itself, but I just felt like it was something Flynn would do, you know, invite a 14 and 16 (merida) year old to a college or older party. And Jack thinks someone got Hiccup high. That idea really makes me laugh. Actually, I kind of made Hiccup a little empathic, which explains the physical symptoms he experienced. Then Mrs. Frost is awesome which probably deserves a little more explanation. See, this strange spirit is really good at interacting with the physical world - as in physical objects and people's emotional states. The Frosts are particularly bad at this. However, they're all pretty equal on the spiritual plane, since ghosts have physical presences to eachother. Like the strange spirit would literally have to punch Mrs. Frost out to get at Hiccup. Not saying he still couldn't, but Mrs. Frost is really fit (for a ghost with no corporeal body) so it wouldn't be an easy fight or one he would definitely win. So it's not really worth it. But yeah, Guy couldn't go cause he's a senior and his schedule is packed with super smart/hard classes, so sorry, no Guy this time. Alright, this'll probably be the last one for a long while because my spring break ends on Monday and school is a killer. Um, yeah, so people**** be safe like Hiccup, Merida, and Jack, you don't need alcohol to have a good time at a party so long as you don't run into a malevolent spirit. ****Thanks again for reading and I hope you enjoyed this chapter!**


	13. Chapter 13

**Hey! I'm finally back with chapter 13! I am so so so sorry for the long wait, but school really left no time for recreational writing. I'm on summer break now, so I should have a lot more time to write =) Due to the long wait I decided to save the third intermission chapter for a later date as I only had a vague idea on where that was going and instead begin the first major arc. I hope it was at least a little worth the wait. Again, posting this at some crazy hour of the morning so it's probably got quite a few errors, so just give me a heads up and I'll fix them. I own nothing but the plot and I hope you enjoy reading!**

Hiccup attempted to block out the ruckus caused by his two squabbling friends, knowing at least one of the three needed a decent set of notes to prevent them all from failing the upcoming test. Merida and Jack were not morning people, but somehow found the energy to banter and bicker despite that it was only first block. Another source of noise, stemming from the general direction of what Hiccup knew to be the front of the school, grew exponentially louder as shrieks and shouts grew in volume and proximity. A shiver shot down his spine as a small boy fazed through the ceiling above his teacher's head. The boy paused and surveyed the classroom. His eyes were the color of coffee beans, his skin a shade or two darker. A brick-red beanie sat atop his ghostly head matching his oversized sweater and white shorts. Bare toes wiggled in excitement and he flew towards the ceiling lights.

"Freedom!" the boy shouted, each light bulb intensifying to a blinding brightness before they all shattered with a high-pitched snap.

Hiccup bolted from his desk as the room was plunged into darkness and the boy moved on to the next room. The freckled teen used the trickle of light provided by the two small windows to locate the door. Just as he reached for the handle, his teacher who had busied herself trying to calm the class noticed his attempted escape.

"Hiccup Haddock, what on Earth do you think you're doing? Return to your seat this instant!"

"Uh, um, uh, well I-I need to use the restro-room, uh, sorry, it's an e-emergency, bye," the brunette mumbled, yanking the door open and floundering into the hallway before she could stop him.

Forest green eyes glanced down to the right to see two more darkened classrooms. Hiccup took off, hoping to catch the ghost at the end of the hall, five classrooms down, where the boy would be forced to turn into the hallway to find the next strip of rooms. The freckled teen made it around the corner as the last room darkened and the little boy flew out, summersaulting in the air.

"H-Hey, you up there! W-With the beanie, stop!" Hiccup yelled, trying to grab the boy's attention.

At the word 'beanie' the boy paused, eyes trailing up and down the hallway till they came to a stop on the freckled teen, "You talking to me?"

Hiccup gave a sigh of relief, "Yeah, uh, could you come down here so I can talk with you?"

The boy gasped and swooped down, "You can see me? That's so cool! You're still alive though, aren't you?"

"Yeah, I'm definitely still living," Hiccup chuckled, no longer straining his neck, "So, uh, what exactly are you doing here?"

"What does it look like? I'm saving everyone from school!"

"Well, uh, you definitely accomplished your goal. It looks like you got half the school by now, so they'll have to dismiss us soon," the freckled teen rubbed his arm nervously after glancing back down the darkened hall.

"Yeah!" the boy shouted, pumping his fist, "Alright, now I'll get the rest!"

Hiccup held up his hands and waved them frantically, "Uh, wait, wait! You really don't need to get anymore. S-someone could get hurt, you know, if you use too much energy and break the plastic protector, which would rain shards of glass and plastic on people, so-so please, you've done more than eno-"

"Freckles!"

"Crap," the freckled teen whispered at the sound of Jack's voice.

Mr. Frost rounded the corner first, "Young man, what on Earth were you thinking?"

Both Hiccup and the ghost boy jumped, sharing guilty glances at one another before turning to meet those blazing blue eyes.

"Not you, Hiccup, you need to deal with Jack while I have a talk with this young man about the art of proper pranking!" he announced theatrically, gently leading the beanie boy to the wall just as his son rounded the corner.

The freckled teen turned to face his friend, an annoyed scowl strange on the usually playful visage, causing his stomach to twist anxiously, "Uh, h-hey Jack, what's up?"

* * *

><p>Jack was caught completely off guard when the lights shattered above his head. He paused his argument with Merida and glanced upwards as the room burst into shrill screams and curses. Everything turned to chaos so quickly that he failed to notice his brunette friend's escape until the teacher yelled at him to stop. Then Hiccup, nerdy little straight-As Hiccup, ignored their teacher and bolted out the door. Merida grabbed Jack's hand from his stupefied state to pursue their freckled friend.<p>

"Hiccup come back this – Merida, Jack, sit down! I have enough to deal with already without you two on the loose!" the frazzled woman shouted.

"We 'ave tah use the restroom too!" the red-head retorted, reaching for the doorknob.

Their teacher stormed over, "Not another step! Now get back to your seats while I call the office about Haddock."

"Don't call the office. They have more than enough to deal with. Just let us go get Hic and we'll be back, quick as a rabbit," Jack bartered, quickly moving his fingers in a walking motion to demonstrate his point.

The woman took a deep breath, glanced back at the rest of her boisterous class, and sighed, "Fine, but if you three aren't back in the next ten minutes, I'll see you all in detention. Do I make myself clear?"

"Crystal," the whitette grinned, yanking open the door and backing out of it with Merida.

"Now, 'ere did tha' fishbone run off tah now?" the red-head demanded, blue orbs scanning the hall.

"You go that way, I'll go this way, meet you back here in five," Jack decided, pushing his friend towards the front of the school.

Merida gave him a play salute and an eye roll before jogging away, fiery curls bright even in the dim hallway. Jack took off in the opposite direction, wondering where his tiny friend had run off to and why. They never let their freckled friend roam the school without a chaperon, for fear of Dagur finding him. This chaotic blackout would be the perfect opportunity for the deranged psychopath to corner him.

Jack spotted a waving limb at the end of the hallway, peeking out from behind the bend, gesturing wildly, "Freckles!"

The whitette rounded the corner before the younger teen could respond. There he found Hiccup, green eyes wide and full of apprehension.

"Uh, h-hey Jack, what's up?" Hiccup asked, eyes dancing around to avoid his friend's stare.

A pale eyebrow rose, '"What's up?' Hic, what are you doing? Why'd you run off like that?"

"Oh, uh, that, well, you see, the thing is…um, I, uh, I was…I was looking for Toothless," the boy stuttered, left hand gripping his right arm nervously as green orbs flickered up to meet blue momentarily.

"Toothless?" Jack questioned, disbelief clear in his voice.

"Uh, yeah. You see, sometimes my dad doesn't close the door all the way when he heads off to work, so Toothless gets out and finds me. I, uh, I though I saw him out in the hall, uh, just before, you know, the lights went out."

"Mhmm?" the whitette responded, still skeptical but unable to think of any other reason his studious friend would be wandering the halls, "Where'd he go?"

Hiccup offered an awkward smile and shrugged his shoulders, "Well I wouldn't be standing here if I knew that."

Jack ran a hand through his hair with a huff, "Well, we could wander around here looking for the demon cat that wants to rip out my guts–"

"He doesn't– "

"Or, we could grab Mer and get back to class before all three of us are stuck in detention. Can't really say I care either way, so it's your call my fair freckled friend," he smirked at the younger boy and leaned nonchalantly against the wall, shivering from the random cold spot generated by the school's janky cooling system.

The brunette paled slightly, making his freckles more apparent as he tried to cover his unease with a nervous smile, "Eh, we-we should probably just head back to class. It was probably j-just my imagination anyway."

Blue eyes narrowed and a frown curved his lips for a fraction of a second before Jack composed himself and looped an arm around his friend, "We better get going then, you know how fast Princess can book it when she's got a goal in mind."

Hiccup stuttered some sort of acquiescence and allowed himself to be led back towards their classroom. The whitette dissembled his discomfort with a fake, easy smile that his friend would have seen right through had his green eyes not been flitting anxiously around the hallway, or perhaps, guiltily. Jack had known Hiccup long enough to determine that, had the freckled teen believed the furry little menace was inside the school, he would have scoured every nook and cranny of this school detention be damned. The brunette giving up so easily coupled with the nervous stammer and inability to meet his own eyes, just proved that Hiccup was lying. It hurt the whitette more than he wanted to admit. Sure Hiccup would snark and sass all day long, but never right out lie, at least not to one of his, at least in Jack's mind, best friends. What was the little brunette really doing and why did he feel the need to lie? What could have possibly caught his attention that he would–

The beep of the intercom caused the brunette to jump, jarring Jack from his turbulent thoughts, "Attention all teachers and students. Due to technical difficulties, school must end early today. All students are to wait at the front of the school until busses are available. This could take some time as the elementary and middle school must be tended to first. Those students who drive or walk to school are allowed to leave immediately. Teachers, please assemble at the main office after escorting your students to the front of the building. All extra-curricular activities are cancelled for today. Thank you for your cooperation."

The duo were given a few seconds pause during which Jack cursed and began to drag his friend towards the school entrance before a mass of students flooded the hallway. Jack and Hiccup were squished against the wall, the whitette shielding his smaller companion from the stampede. They made it to the front in record time.

Blue eyes flickered around nervously, seeing no sign of big, mean, and ugly or the red-headed wonder, before landing back on fidgety friend, "Do you think you'll be alright until Mer finds you? I need to go pick up Sunny from school. Who knows how long she's been waiting by now what with this freaky lighting and–"

"I'll be fine Jack, I'll just text Merida and go grab my bike," he spoke softly with his awkward but assuring crooked smile.

That helped calm and warm the whitette's heart as he gave the freckled goof a quick hug and hair ruffle, "Thanks Hic, I'll see you tomorrow at school or at my lake. Try not to get maimed in the meantime."

Forest green eyes rolled good-naturedly, "I'll do my best. See you around."

Jack grinned and sent one more smile over his shoulder as he dashed off, only to see Hiccup shut his phone and begin talking to someone next to him. This was weird, because the older teen was almost positive his friend knew no one in the general vicinity. Jack shook his head, instead being focusing on his task at hand. Hiccup would be fine on his own for a few minutes. It was Sunny and the rest of his munchkin crew that Jack needed to worry about.

* * *

><p>Hiccup released the breath he was holding as Jack trotted away, sending Merida a quick text before turning back to the boy beside him, "Hey, um, sorry about that, uh – oh, I-I don't think I ever caught your name. I'm Hiccup."<p>

The boy floated just above the crowd, eyes leaving the retreating form of Mr. Frost to focus on the freckled teen, "Nice nickname. I'm Caleb."

The elder boy chuckled awkwardly as he attempted to worm through the crowds towards his bike, "Nice to meet you Caleb and it's, uh, it's not a nickname…"

The boy paused in his flight, before bursting into a fit of laughter, "Really? Dude, what were your parents thinking?"

Green eyes rolled as he was shoved to and fro, "They weren't apparently. Uh, anyway, what were you talking about with Mr. Frost? Why didn't you go with him?"

"Oh, he just gave me some tips about the whole ghosty business or whatever and he told me to tag along with you, 'cause you can help me? I'm not so sure about that, but I figured I might as well before I head back home, since you seem kinda funny," the boy, Caleb, shrugged.

"Great," Hiccup grumbled as he was almost knocked over some boisterous peers, it was far more difficult maneuvering through crowds without Jack's assistance, "Let's just head to my house and I'll see what I can do? Does that sound alri–"

The freckled teen was cut off as he bumped into a solid structure and stumbled backwards. Before he could land flat on his rear, a much larger hand wrapped around his skinny wrist and pulled him to his feet. It didn't let go.

"Brother! I've finally found you," Dagur grinned maniacally, olive eyes scanning the premises, "Where are your annoying friends? The white-haired freak and the funny red-head?"

Hiccup gulped nervously, forcing the beating of his heart to slow, "H-h-hey Dagur, um, c-could you, you know, let me go. My dad, he uh, he wants me home r-right away and all so–"

He broke off with a squeak as the hand tightened painfully, "You know I hate liars Hiccup. I bet Stoick is still at work. How about you come over to my house to play? I could use some help sharpening my sword."

The freckled teen did not like this situation; he did not appreciate the sing-song lilt of the deranged teen's voice nor the crazed grin that split his face in half, "H-how about another time? I-I really need t-to get h-home and–ah!"

A bored frown crossed Dagur's face as the boy started rambling, so he cut it off with a sharp twist of the wrist, relishing in the noises he could elicit from the smaller male. Hiccup tried desperately to extract his arm from the vice-like hold with no success. A hysterical laugh filled the air, for Dagur found amusement in the freckled teen's pitiful struggling. He was just about to drag his prize off when something small and sharp connected with the back of his neck.

The male spun around, yanking the yelping brunette with him, olive eyes aflame in fury as they found a small pebble at his feet, "Who threw that?"

Not a soul responded, all students knowing to give the psycho a wide berth and never to make eye-contact. Another ping hit his hand, the one securing Hiccup, this time slightly larger than the last. The red-head turned again, never loosening his hold. The sharp motion caused Hiccup to trip over his prosthetic and fall to the ground. From his new vantage point, the brunette could see Caleb struggling with a fist-sized rock, floating above Dagur's head. This time both hands flew to the injured head. Hiccup scrambled to his feet and darted toward his bike. He was across the road before Dagur realized he was gone.

Obscenities were shouted across the parking-lot as the freckled teen made his escape with his invisible ally. Hiccup dumped his bike on the front lawn and entered his house on wobbly legs. He collapsed just inside, exhausted from his adrenaline-fueled flight, laughing in relief. He offered a grateful smile to the smug boy floating beside him.

"Thanks Caleb, I…I owe you one," he spoke between pants, trying to regain his breath.

The grinned wider, "I guess that means you're gonna help me out right? Pass over or whatever?"

Hiccup nodded, bangs swinging to obstruct his vision of the giddy boy, "Yeah, let's go to my room and get to work."

Caleb nodded eagerly, circling around the freckled teen in his excitement. Hiccup struggled to his feet and made for the stairs. As they were passing the living room, however, the sound of voices gave him pause. He back tracked, green eyes sweeping the small room for any sign of his father or guests. What he found was a black cat curled up on the couch around the remote control, still sleeping soundly. The television was on, the source of the voices, broadcasting the news. Hiccup had to assume it was Toothless's doing, as his father had not returned from work last night and his car was still missing from the driveway. Curiosity piqued, Hiccup made his way into the room.

A quaint house appeared on the screen accompanied by the newscaster's voice, "Authorities have yet to find any leads on yesterday's incident, where in the small town of Burgess, some stolen family heirlooms are the least of this family's woes. Young Caleb Gerulf was murdered yesterday sometime between 10 am and 1 pm in his own home during what police conclude was a robbery gone wrong. The family is devastated at this loss and–"

Hiccup shut off the television with a trembling hand, before looking back to his companion. Caleb suddenly seemed very small, arms folded around his middle as if in an attempt to hug himself.

"Oh, Caleb, I'm so sorry, I–" the freckled teen began, holding his arms out to embrace the child, but pulling back with the recollection that he was unable to.

"It's fine. I'm fine. I just–I need your help," the boy paused, coffee colored eyes lifting to meet forest green, "I know who killed me."

**Thanks for reading! I haven't seen rotg in a while, so I'm not sure if Caleb is ooc or not, so please let me know if he is. Yeah, so even though I feel bad about killing Caleb off, but I'm really excited for this arc! Caleb may seem a little too detached from his own death but he's supposed to, I'll elaborate more on this later either in chapter or in authors note. So, any questions, comments, etc. just leave a comment or PM me and I'll do my best to get back with you =)**

**On that note I owe a huge apology to buslimpan for not answering your question that you asked back over two months ago. I'm really really sorry, I was just so excited by your suggestion that I glossed over your question. To answer it the pairings I have planned are eventual hijack and Rapunzel x Eugene (I think it's called New Dream?). There is also a one-sided pairing that's kinda spoiler-ish and won't come into play until a lot later in the story, but that's all I really thought of doing. There might be mentions of Guy x Eep, but I'm still not sure. If there's any pairings anyone wants to suggest, I might try them out, but no guarantees. I haven't really ever written romance before, so I'm not sure if I'll be able to portray them well. Yeah, New Dream is already a thing pre-the beginning of the story and the hijack will come slowly, I think. It hasn't crossed Hiccup's conscious thoughts yet, he's far to busy and still has far too low self-esteem for that and Jack hasn't thought of it yet, he's too busy caring for Sunny and the other orphans, plus work, plus school, plus trying to figure out a way to provide for him and Sunny once he reaches 18 and has to leave the orphanage. Yikes, this was probably way more info than you were looking for, but here you go. Thanks again for reading, and I hope you enjoyed this chapter!**


	14. Chapter 14

**Hi! I'm back with chapter 14 and it hasn't even been a month, heh heh ^^' Also I hit 50 reviews! Wow! I'm kinda freaking out about it and I feel like I should do something to celebrate/thank everyone who reads this story? But I'm not sure what, um, so suggestions if there's anything anyone wants me to do? Or I'll just sit here in joy. Anyway, enough rambling, I own nothing but the plot and I hope you enjoy reading!**

"I know who killed me," Caleb's voice held a sense of gravity Hiccup had yet to see from the boy, until he broke eye contact and began fiddling with his beanie, "Well, not exactly. I know what they look like, but not their names."

The freckled teen spluttered as he tried to regain his bearings, "Oh, uh, they? As in multiple people? Er, wait, uh, let's just, let's just go upstairs to my room and uh, talk."

The boy nodded and flew back into the hall. Hiccup extracted Toothless from the couch, the feline not too happy at being disturbed from his nap, then stumbled up the stairs. Anxiety threatened to overcome the young teen who sifted quivering fingers through midnight fur in an effort to remain calm. He dealt with many ghosts throughout his 14 years of life, but never a murder case. Well, never an intentional murder anyway. This could involve a whole new level of danger that the brunette was unsure if he could handle. Toothless squirmed out of his arms and onto the floor, angrily grooming himself in protest to his boy's actions of both interrupting his sleep and bringing another ghost into the house. Hiccup retrieved his Book of Spirits and a pencil. Caleb busied himself with walking on the ceiling.

"So, Caleb, do you want to talk about what happened?" the freckled teen tried wiggling in discomfort of the topic at hand.

The boy landed before Hiccup with a sigh, "Sure, I'll start from the beginning I guess. So Claude and I, he's my twin, were playing with some of the other kids at the lake a few days ago and I fell in. Everyone kinda panicked but then we laughed about it, 'cause it was pretty funny. Anyway, I got a cold, so I had to stay home yesterday. Mom took off work, but she got called in for some emergency I think, um, I don't really know. The next thing I remember is waking up to lots of banging. Then I heard some guys saying bad words. Next was a big bang and it hurt for a second, but then I was staring down at my body. That was really weird. Then they started yelling at each other and ran out. I followed them to the woods, until one of them stumbled right through me. That's when it really hit me that I was dead, so I went back home…"

Caleb trailed off, eyes cloudy as he relived whatever he had come across at his arrival. He shook his head before offering a small smile and a shrug.

Hiccup paused for a moment, finishing his notes and beginning to sketch the ghostly child, "S-so how are you dealing with, you know, being dead and stuff?"

The freckled boy winced at the words coming out of his own mouth.

"It's actually pretty cool, besides my friends not being able to see me, that kinda sucks, but other than that, yeah. It's fun," he grinned, having accepted his passage fairly easily.

The young teen nodded, "Why do you think you're still here?"

"I can't leave until I know those guys can't go back and hurt Claude too, or anybody else. Oh, and I want to make sure Claude's ok, like today he stayed home, so I gave everyone a free day so he wouldn't miss anything. I don't know how else I can help him though," the boy trailed off, tugging at his beanie.

Hiccup gulped, he was afraid of that. A heartbroken twin would be hard enough to console, but running after murderers? That wasn't exactly his area of expertise. Regardless, if it meant helping Caleb find the light then Hiccup had to try.

The freckled teen moved to a new sheet of paper, "You said the two men who caused this ran to the woods? What do they look like?"

"They look pretty much exactly the same, except one of them has an eye-patch, like a pirate. They're really tall with huge muscles and noses. Oh, and they have red hair. I could probably go find them and show you if you want," he suggested, gesturing towards the door.

Toothless emitted a soft growl, hopping up onto Hiccup's lap as if forbidding him to engage such a dangerous situation. Anxious green eyes softened momentarily and he gently stroked his feline friend.

"It's okay Toothless. Caleb can show me where they're hiding…I'll take a photo or video with my phone, and then we'll hightail it out of there to the police without them ever knowing we were there. Since they can't see Caleb he can be our look-out, alright?" Hiccup coaxed softly, scratching behind his ears to just below the chin, careful not to hit his pressure point.

The feline huffed in annoyance, but hopped onto his boy's shoulders. The freckled teen sent him a thankful smile before turning back to Caleb.

"So, my dad shouldn't be home till late tonight if at all, but it's probably better to go sooner than later, right? So, um, I'll just make sure my phone's charged and we can head off, alright?" Hiccup asked calmly, doing his best to squelch the fear churning in his gut.

Everything would be fine. They would go in, grab some evidence, and get out. There were just going after two murderers, really, what's the worst that could happen?

"Thanks Hiccup, you're the best!" Caleb cheered before racing back down the steps, "Let's go!"

The freckled teen paused, a small smile sneaking across his lips, "C-Coming!"

He shoved the Book of Spirits back into its rightful place and stumbled down the steps.

* * *

><p>They had been walking in unfamiliar territory for about fifteen minutes before Hiccup finally spotted an entrance to the woods at the end of a cul-de-sac. Caleb spent this time gushing about his family and friends, their quirks and adventures, in what the freckled teen believed was an attempt to distract himself from their current venture. Hiccup learned that the ghost child had spent almost every waking moment of his life with his twin brother. Claude was apparently 'really nice' but tried to 'act cool' around their friends. The list of friends was too long for Hiccup to remember, but one name in particular stuck out.<p>

"Did you say Sunny?" green eyes glanced around the empty street before questioning.

"Yep," he smiled, flipping in the air, "That's what everyone calls her, it's a nickname. Her brother Jack would always play with us at the toy store and, if mom and dad said it was okay, we could tag along with him and the other orphans to go play in the woods."

Hiccup nodded slowly to show he heard. This was unfortunate. Jack and his sister had gone through quite enough loss in the brunette's mind. They didn't need to lose another friend. Did the whitette even know? He had seemed his normal self that morning, bantering with Merida as always. Perhaps no one outside the immediate family was contacted and Jack wouldn't discover this unless he turned on the news or called Caleb's residence himself. Hiccup hoped he wouldn't take the news too –

The freckled teen was thrown from his thoughts as the door of the house directly to his left burst opened and slammed shut. Eyes squeezed shut, mouth twisted in a grimace, a brown mop of hair and a tilting ponytail. Guy pressed his back against the door, holding his breath. Hiccup debated between calling out to his friend or hurrying away before he could be seen. Before he decided a shockwave hit the house, pushing against the walls and ceiling. A belch of flame dissipated into billowing smoke out his open windows. Hiccup jumped back, tripping over his prosthetic leg and falling hard on his rear. One brown eye opened hesitantly, as if surveying for any immediate threat before Guy released a sigh of relief.

A small, furry creature with long limbs and large green eyes dropped down from Guy's waist and glared at the brunette as the teen merely chuckled, "Hey, at least we made it out in time."

The creature huffed, opened the door that barely stood on its hinges, and hopped back inside. Guy was just about to follow the furry fellow when he noticed his friend sprawled on the sidewalk, forest green eyes wide in shock, a black feline nudging at his shoulder.

"Oh, hey Hiccup, didn't expect to see you in my neck of the woods," Guy smiled, trotting over to the fallen brunette and offering a hand.

"W-wh-what happened?" the boy squeaked, arms waving frantically.

Guy chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck in slight embarrassment, "Well I working on this new thing that would help convert food scrapes into fertilizer in a very short amount of time using solar power, but the generator I made overheated 'cause I guess I messed up somewhere in the circuitry, so it kind of exploded."

The freckled teen nodded, picking up the grumpy feline and petted his black fur to soothe both their nerves.

Chocolate-colored eyes sparkled as an idea hit the elder teen, "Hey, if you have some free time, do you want to lend me a hand? I could use some help."

Hiccup blinked a few times, wondering if he heard the other male correctly, for he could not fathom why anyone would ask the screw up for assistance, "You sure about that?"

"Yeah! If we put our brains together, I bet we'd be able to finish this in no time!" Guy grinned, excitement oozing from every pore.

Caleb took the freckled teen's pause of disbelief to speak, "Hiccup, we have to go find the bad guys."

Green eyes flitted to the spirit for a millisecond before turning their attention back to older male, "Uh, sorry Guy, maybe another time. I was just about to take Toothless on his walk and, you know, he'll get really cranky if he doesn't get to go."

An irritated black tail wacked Hiccup in the face, eliciting a nervous chuckle from the boy, "See what I mean?"

Guy nodded, face falling for a moment before he perked up again, "Okay, I'll catch you later then."

The freckled teen offered an apologetic smile and wave. He backed up then turned to follow Caleb as Guy reentered his smoking home. As they reached the edge of the forest, Hiccup took a deep breath.

"Here, you wait here and I'll go find them. Then I'll come get you okay?" Caleb suggested, with a smile.

The freckled teen nodded and the ghost took off. Less than a minute passed before Hiccup began pacing, seven more before Caleb popped up. The boy put a finger to his lips and waved for the elder brunette to follow.

"It looks like they set up some kind of camp a little ways in and are eating lunch. I didn't stay long enough to hear much, but they were talking about a snuggly duckling?" Caleb questioned as he informed as he led them deeper into the woods.

Hiccup tired his best to walk silently while keeping up with the energetic ghost. Light filtered through the lush canopy and danced in the small breeze rushing about. That atmosphere contrasted his own anxiety, birds twittering happily, squirrels scurrying about in play and nearly giving the brunette a heart attack. Soon he could hear a pair of voices floating through the trees. They were low and gruff, clashing with the music of the forest.

"How long till the gruel's done?" one grunted.

"I'd give it ten more minutes," an identical voice answered dully.

"They're right over here," Caleb motioned to their left, "If you hide behind this log, they shouldn't be able to see you."

Hiccup nodded and crouched behind the fallen tree. Toothless slithered into his lap, placing his front two paws on the trunk and lifting his small head over the edge. The feline's ears twitched and his tail hit his human just beneath the chin. The freckled teen took a deep breath and peeked over the edge. Green eyes widened in fear. Two hulking men, not as large as his father, but closer than anyone else in Burgess, sat on logs with a small fire between them. Their arms bulged and rippled with muscle, larger than Hiccup's disproportionately sized head. Orange hair curled about their blockish foreheads, ran down the sides of their rectangular heads as sideburns, and sat above their eyes as angry caterpillars. Every part of them seemed huge and strong as steel, their chins, noses, neck, arms, legs, even their ears. One did have an eye-patch which served as the seemingly single characteristic to discern one man from the other. Each had two daggers strapped to belts. Hiccup attempted in vain to calm his beating heart. As quietly as possible, he dug his phone from his pocket and lifted it to eye-level, beginning to record the dangerous duo.

"How much longer till we get some real food," eye-patch man complained.

"It would've been now had you not been a fool and left our gun. Now we have to wait to make sure you weren't stupid enough to leave any fingerprints on it," the other snarled, eyebrows furrowed in annoyance.

One eye rolled, "Least I didn't forget mine in the last city. Now we got no gun at all. Some Stabbington you are."

"Oh I'll show you a Stabbington brother. You forget that I still have my knife," he growled, poking at whatever was in the pot.

Apparently eye-patch man didn't deem that worthy of response, "We got some cash out of it, we'll just grab another in the next town."

"Oh, sure, we would've been able to hit other houses had that brat not been there," the brother grunted and Hiccup covered his mouth to muffle his accelerated breathing.

Green eyes glanced at his ghostly companion to see the him hugging his knees with his head rested atop them, humming quietly to himself. The freckled boy's attention was pulled back to the brutes as his heart tore for the little boy.

"Yeah, I hate it when things get…messy. Oh well, if we're lucky we'll be able to grab some grub at The Snuggly Ducklings and pay Rider a visit before we head on out," he sneered while checking the pot.

Hiccup gasped too loudly.

Two heads flew up as the freckled teen slapped a hand over his mouth and ducked. Caleb glanced up at him, eyes glistening with fear.

"You hear that?" eye-patch whispered, standing slowly.

"Yeah, now shush, check the area," his twin growled, walking towards where the frightened teen hid.

Hiccup's heart beat at a mile a minute, his breathes turned to gasps as he began to hyperventilate. Toothless hissed, jumping from Hiccup's lap and running towards the thug.

"Hiccup, run!" Caleb shouted, all but pushing the teen to stand as the twins began to curse and shout.

The freckled teen lurched to his feet, closing his phone and shoving it in his pocket as he sprinted away.

"Shit, get that kid!" one brother yelled to the other somewhere behind him.

_Oh gods oh gods oH GODS!_ was the only coherent thought in his brain. Hiccup dashed after the ghost leading him out of the woods with a speed he didn't know he was capable of. At that moment he had to place all his trust in Toothless and Caleb, that the fierce feline would make it out unscathed and that the boy knew the way to safety. Sunlight blinded the freckled teen as he stumbled onto the sidewalk. He paused for a moment to fill his lungs and listen. Unintelligible shouting could be heard in the distance. A black blur shot out of the bushes, circling the teen before pushing against his legs. Relief and gratitude filled Hiccups chest as he raced down the street, his best friend at his heels. In a last minute decision, Hiccup turned right, knocking hurriedly at a familiar door.

Seconds stretched on like hours as he waited for the door to open and reveal a disheveled Guy, "Oh, Hiccup, come on in!"

The freckled teen stumbled into the small house with Toothless, adrenaline flooding his bloodstream and muscles twitching from the exertion. Hopefully, the Stabbington brothers wouldn't dare leave the cover of the forest, and if they did, would simply pass by this house. If not, Hiccup was sure that Guy had some invention they could use for defense.

"Hey, you alright there? You look a little winded," the elder teen asked in concern, gently leading his friend to a chair before kneeling next to it.

It took a the young teen a minute to catch his breath, "S-s-some c-cr-crooks, i-in the wo-oods…th-they, they, they saw me-e, s-so-so I-I-I r-ran and-d – "

"Whoa, Hiccup, take it easy. Let me get you some water and you can tell me what happened, okay," Guy spoke soothingly then hurried into another room.

Caleb darted about sporadically, "Oh, I'm so sorry Hiccup. Now they saw you, and-and they know you saw them."

"It's okay," the freckled teen rasped as Toothless hopped onto his lap, rubbing his head against his chest and neck in an effort to calm the trembling teen.

Guy returned with two bottles of water in hand, offering one to the freckled teen and waiting for him to take a sip, "Now, tell me what happened."

Hiccup shuddered and tried to reel in his nerves, "I-I was walking Toothless in th-the woods and o-overh-heard them talking about it. S-so I re-recorded it on my ph-phone, but th-th-they s-saw me and, and T-Toothl-less distracte-ed th-them w-while I r-ran, and I-I came h-here."

The elder brunette nodded slowly, "Did they see you come in here?"

Hiccup shook his head, "N-no, w-we were too far a-ahead. Could I d-download this onto a fl-flash-drive or something? Then I c-can walk over to the p-police station and–"

"I'll drive you," Guy stated as he stood to retrieve his computer and a flash-drive, "Just sit tight for a second."

The freckled teen slumped in the chair and curled around Toothless. The elder teen glanced out the windows and locked the door before returning and lending his computer to his exhausted friend. Hiccup sent him a grateful smile before going to work, downloading his latest video onto the small device while Toothless purred in his lap. Guy put his computer away, grabbed his keys, and led the trio to his car after a thorough search of their immediate surroundings. The ride to the police station was short and mostly silent, filled with worried glances from Guy and apologetic mutterings from Caleb. The eldest brunette waited at the front while Hiccup ventured into the station with Toothless and Caleb at his side.

"Hello, how may I help you?" a man with yellowed skin and short, dark hair asked in a gentle voice.

"Uh, hi, I just wanted to put in some evidence for the, uh…" he paused for a moment, eyes glancing towards Caleb for assistance.

"Gerulf," the boy supplied quickly.

"…the Gerulf case. I was walking my cat, in the woods East of here when I stumbled across these two guys who called each other by the name 'Stabbington'. I took a video with my phone for evidence and stuck it on a flash-drive to give to you," he offered the small device with a shrug.

The man's dark eyes widened to match his roundish face, "Oh, thank you, we'll have to take a look at this, and we may need to bring you into questioning if we find anything in the video unclear."

Hiccup's palms were sweating, "Well, uh, I was hoping if I could remain, you know, anonymous?"

"If we have no questions regarding the clarity or authenticity of this video, that wish will be respected," he spoke sternly, but kindly.

The freckled teen nodded, that was the best he could hope for, "Uh, here's my phone number if you need to contact me."

"And your name please?" the question was more of a command.

"Sure," he winced and wrote down his name.

The man's eyes widened once more, "Haddock? You wouldn't happen to be related to–"

"Uh, yes, but please don't let him know I was here. He, uh, he doesn't like it when I get involved in anything even possibly dangerous," Hiccup spoke over him quickly, green eyes darting around to make sure his father was not within sight.

The man quirked an eyebrow but nodded in a sign that he would respect Hiccup's wishes.

"Thank you, um, I'll just, uh, just go now," he pointed towards the door as he stumbled backwards.

"Have a nice day," the man waved.

"You too," Hiccup mumbled as he left, but the other probably couldn't hear him.

He collapsed into Guy's car and let out a long sigh.

His friend chuckled, "Alright, where to next? You want me to take you home?"

As much as the freckled teen wanted to take him up on the offer, he shook his head, "No, uh, can you take me to Flynn's or Rapunzel's? There's something I need to tell them."

Guy cocked his head in questioning, but started the engine without pestering the younger boy, "Sure, we'll try Rapunzel's first, in case Flynn's still in class."

Hiccup nodded, resting back against the seat and closing his eyes. The adrenaline rush left him exhausted with a slight headache. The last thing his sleepy mind registered was the soft, comforting fur of Toothless and his calming, rumbling purrs.

**Thanks for reading! Yay, finally some action =) duh, duh, duh! The Stabbington brothers have appeared, beware. Tired to find a non-cliffhangerish ending. I must admit I was very tempted to cut off the chapter at them spotting Hiccup, but I didn't want to be that mean, so here we are. I apologize if the Stabb-bros sound weird, I listened to videos where they were talking, but for some reason they always sound like pirates in my head, it may be the whole eye-patch thing. And for those asking when the others will discover Hiccup's talents, you'll have to wait and see ;) But I will tell you that they won't all find out at the same time. That's all for now, see you next chapter!**


	15. Chapter 15

**Hi! I'm back with chapter 15! I own nothing but the plot and hope you enjoy reading!**

"Hiccup…hey Hiccup we're here," Guy spoke softly.

Forest green eyes shot wide open as the teen jumped, jostling the purring cat on his lap, "Wh-what?"

The elder brunette couldn't hold back his chuckle, "We're here. Come on, let's see if she's home."

Hiccup nodded, muttering a quiet apology to Toothless as he lifted the grumpy cat and stroked his fur to calm him. Caleb followed behind him eagerly, flying around the house before phasing through the door. Hiccup almost yelled for the young ghost to wait, but bit his lip. He couldn't speak to Caleb with Guy here. The oblivious brunette knocked on the door.

"Hello, how may I…oh, Guy! Hiccup! Hi, come on in," Rapunzel half sang, motioning eagerly for her friends to enter, "I was just preparing lunch! Would you care to join me?"

"Sure! Thanks Zel," Guy cheered, following her into the kitchen to see where he could help.

Hiccup followed more hesitantly, searching for his ghostly companion. He peeked into the kitchen. There was no trace of the spirit.

"Hiccup! Hiccup! This place is amazing! All the walls upstairs are painted and it's super cool," Caleb shouted, flying down the steps to hover next to the freckled teen.

Toothless growled quietly, flicking his tail in agitation. Hiccup placed a soothing hand atop the felines head, nodding his head in the direction of the two elder teens bustling excitedly about the kitchen.

Coffee brown eyes widened in realization, "Oh, you can't talk to me right now without looking batty. Gotcha."

The boy winked and flew away to explore more of the new house. Rapunzel turned to see the freckled teen lingering in the doorway and waved him in, her other hand busy slicing a cucumber.

Hiccup shuffled inside, "Uh, is there anything I can help with?"

"Yeah! Do you know how to make grilled cheese?" she questioned, passing the slices to Guy who added some celery to the plate.

The brunette nodded, placing Toothless on the ground to avoid black hairs entering their meal. The feline sauntered over to what Hiccup assumed was the dining table and curled up in one of the seats to resume his nap. That brought a smile to Hiccup's face.

"Great," Rapunzel clapped her hands together before dancing around the kitchen to gather supplies, "Here's the bread…butter…and cheese!"

Hiccup hummed softly as he got to work. He was use to preparing all sorts of meals, due to his father's late hours and a significant lack of eateries in Berk. Though Stoick the Vast was supposedly an excellent chef, it was Gobber who taught his son to cook. Hiccup's jolly mentor was a natural teacher whose skills often equaled or sometimes, in Hiccup's opinion, surpassed those of Stoick. Soon enough the three teens were seated at the table. A small green reptile appeared atop Rapunzel's head.

"Oh, hey Pascal, I didn't see you there," Guy laughed in greeting.

Toothless's pupil's dilated upon seeing the tiny creature, his curiosity peeked and ready for play. The reptile spotted the feline and yipped, turning the color of Rapunzel's hair once more.

"Whoa, a chameleon!" Hiccup noted, eyes shining in interest.

"Yep, this is Pascal," she spoke, picking him up and setting him onto the table, where he shifted to match the marble, "I've known him since…well, since I can remember. Um, Toothless doesn't eat chameleons, does he?"

Hiccup's focus returned to his best friend whose head was cocked and tail swishing, "Oh, no, I mean, he only goes after live animals if I forget to feed him, which I didn't, so he probably just wants to make a new friend, right Bud?"

Acidic green eyes flitted to his human and he released a short purr of confirmation, before returning his attention back to the fascinating creature.

Guy and Rapunzel laughed at the cute display as Hiccup nodded, "See?"

The freckled teen stretched out a hand to the frightened reptile. Large hazel eyes blinked opened as Pascal frowned at the stranger. When the hand neither approached nor retreated, the chameleon poked it cautiously with his front foot then jumped back to see if it would attack. When all his actions elicited was a happy giggle from the stranger, Pascal nodded to himself and nuzzled into the hand. Forest green eyes sparkled. Hiccup brought his hand cradling the small creature towards his face.

"Oh, he likes you!" Rapunzel squealed in joy, clapping her hands together.

Guy shook his head with a grin, "Man, usually it takes him longer to warm up to people. You must be an animal guru or something."

Hiccup just laughed, stroking the small scales with two gentle fingers. Pascal squeaked gleefully. Toothless, jealous and curious, hopped onto his human's lap to recapture their attention and observe the new creature. Pascal yelped, dashing up the freckled arm and onto a head of auburn hair, scales shifting to match his new surroundings.

"Toothless! No, bad kitty," Hiccup half reprimanded, half chuckled, struggling to restrain the fascinated feline and calm the spastic reptile.

Pupils slitting momentarily, and then dilating wide, Toothless jumped at Hiccups head, trying for a closer look. Pascal squealed and leaped onto the table, racing towards Rapunzel and hiding in her hair. Toothless darted after him, dodging plates and silverware in his chase.

"Toothless stop!" Hiccup called, trying to grab his best friend but was not fast enough, "Get back here you useless feline!"

The cat flicked his ears and smacked his tail against the vegetable plate, sending a piece of carrot flying at the freckled teen. Hiccup ducked the projectile with a grunt of annoyance. Pascal returned with a small black object, leaping from Rapunzel's head, who was giggling up a storm, and waved it at the black feline. Toothless cocked his head in confusion for a moment, sitting and flicking his tail. Pascal waved the object, which appeared strikingly similar to a tiny frying pan, and the feline responded by flicking his ears and releasing a high-pitched meow. Hiccup cocked his head and the chameleon lowered his weapon. Toothless crouched playfully, head on the table and butt wagging in the air. Pascal leapt up between his furry ears. Toothless yipped happily and sprung off the table, taking his new friend for a ride around the kitchen. The two continued to squeak and meow at one another as they pranced around. Hiccup shook his head fondly and laughed before sending a partially apologetic smile to Rapunzel.

"Oh, that's so sweet! Pascal made a new friend," she clapped happily and turned to Hiccup with a grin.

Chocolate brown eyes trailed after the strange duo as he mumbled, "Wow, who'd ever had thought, a chameleon and a cat? Huh, I wonder if Belt would like them…"

"Sorry about Toothless, he can get a little, er, excited sometimes," the freckled teen shrugged, rubbing the back of his head.

"There's nothing to be sorry for, it's nice to see Pascal making new friends!" the blonde grinned and took another bite of her sandwich, "Anyway, I never asked why you came over, sorry, what brings you two here? Did you just want to have lunch together, or…?"

Guy shook his head, ponytail flopping around and smile slipping from his face, "Nope, Hiccup was looking for you and Flynn."

Blonde brows rose in questioning, "Oh? Flynn is still at University. He doesn't get off until around five or so. What is it you wanted?"

Hiccup became nervous once more, smile dropping as he fidgeted, "W-well, you see, I-I was t-taking Toothless for a w-walk this morning, you know s-since we got out early, a-and we w-went to a new spot a-and I o-overhear-heard these guys t-talking and um I found out th-that the St-St-Stabbington brothers are l-looking for Flynn. Or, at least I th-think so. I don't know anyone else with the name Rider."

Rapunzel dropped her sandwich in alarm, a twinge of fear twirling in her spring green eyes, "Are you sure they said Rider?"

Hiccup nodded, "They said they were going to pay him a visit or something."

"I need to call him," she spoke hurriedly, whipping out her phone and standing up, "His campus has good security, but with those two thugs…"

She left the room quickly, leaving an anxious Hiccup and troubled Guy behind. The freckled teen pushed his half-finished plate away from him, having lost his appetite. The elder brunette tore his eyes away from where Rapunzel disappeared to send his younger friend a concerned glance.

"Hey, Hiccup, it'll be fine. Those two knuckleheads aren't going to risk attacking Flynn on campus and now he'll be prepared. Don't worry, I've known Flynn for years and he can take care of himself," Guy offered an encouraging smile.

The younger teen strove to return the gesture, but could not. The Stabbington brothers were huge and vicious, they murdered a child without a second thought; what on Earth were they planning to do to Flynn? Hiccup shook his head to rid himself of such thoughts. The police had a video of brothers' confession and their general location. Soon enough, the murderers would be behind bars and they could all rest easier. Well, he still needed to talk with Caleb's brother, but then–

"Hi, sorry about running out on you like that, I just really needed to give him a call and make sure he was okay," Rapunzel apologized softly, brushing her braid back.

"It's fine Zel, how'd Flynn take the news?" Guy asked calmly as she took a seat.

"He's okay, but he freaked out asking if I was okay," spring green eyes rolled playfully, "He forgets I always have my trusty pan at the ready."

Hiccup was surprised to see her reach into her braid and actually retrieve a rod-iron frying pan. She swung it around her finger with a smug grin until it hit her head.

"Oww," she rubbed her throbbing cranium as Hiccup jumped up to go grab some ice, but she waved him off with a chuckle, "I'm fine, don't worry."

The freckled teen sat down hesitantly and glanced at his friend, "So, uh, would it be out of line to ask why you carry a metal cooking utensil in your hair and act as if it's a weapon of mass destruction.

A twinkle of mischief rivaling that of Flynn and Jack gleamed in her vibrant green eyes, "Never underestimate the frying pan."

Hiccup sent Guy a questioning glance for help, but the elder brunette only waved him off, "Don't ask."

The freckled teen turned back to the blonde, "So, uh, you don't think the S-Stabbington brothers know where you or Flynn lives, do you?"

"There's a slight chance they know where I live, but I doubt it. Flynn didn't have his house when they left Burgess, so I think we'll both be okay," she nodded with confidence.

Hiccup released a small sigh of relief, but his anxiety remained. Rapunzel seemed assured of their safety at the moment, but her initial reaction worried the young brunette.

"Do you want me to come back and wait with you after I bring Hiccup home?" Guy questioned, starting to clear dishes from the table.

Rapunzel shook her head, "It's okay Guy, you don't have to."

"Honestly it'd make me feel better. I'll grab some of my gizmos so we can give those jerks a real whopping if they decide to show their faces," he grinned impishly.

"Alright…Oh, Hiccup, you better tell Merida and Jack to stay out of the woods. I know you guys like to hang around in there," she spoke sternly with concern, balancing a pile of plates on each hand as well as her head.

Forest green eyes widened, "Oh no, I almost forgot to warn them. I'll text Merida right now, but–"

"Did Jack tell you where he lives?" Guy asked quickly, loading the dishwasher.

"No," Hiccup answered slowly.

Jack never told his newest friend that he lived in the orphanage, never told Hiccup why he didn't have a cell phone or a car, or why he worked two jobs, or anything about his living arrangements. Hiccup, for his part, never asked. Part of him was afraid of letting it slip that he knew more than what the whitette had told him and part of him didn't want to put any pressure on his friend to tell him anything that might trigger painful memories. So, the freckled teen played ignorant.

"I'll swing by his house on my way back," Guy offered and Hiccup didn't question him on the subject.

"Toothless!" Hiccup called loudly, hoping to catch Caleb's attention as well, "It's time to go!"

The black feline trotted into the kitchen, arriving just before the ghostly child. A green blob appeared atop Toothless's head, squeaking his farewell and casting Caleb a questioning glance before scampering to Rapunzel and waving farewell.

"Thanks for everything Rapunzel, see you tomorrow!" Hiccup called as Toothless leapt into his arms and they left.

The drive was quick and filled with soothing small talk. Guy dropped the trio off, ordering Hiccup to call him if even thinks he sees a trace of the Stabbington brothers and that Guy would be there in the blink of an eye. The freckled teen stood there for ten minutes wondering how in Odin's name he managed to make such amazing friends. He shook his head and jogged inside, locking all doors and windows before retiring to his room. He doubted Stoick would return before midnight, if he returned at all. When the police dealt with such a case, his father could be gone for days on end. If there was one trait Stoick the Vast embodied, it was stubbornness, and Hiccup knew he wouldn't rest until the murderers were behind bars. In the meantime his son would wait at home and cook dinner for two, just in case. Caleb, after scouring the surrounding area and assuring the Stabbington brothers were far from Hiccup's home, bid the freckled teen adieu for the evening and left to check up on his friends and family. Hiccup wished him a good night and to find him if he saw the brothers about.

Merida texted him back an hour or so after he arrived home, demanding further explanation behind his request. Once she heard about Hiccup's whirlwind adventure, she declared that she would come to his house immediately, equipped with bow and quiver. Hiccup quickly declined and promised to catch up with her the next day at school, assuming the lighting would be fixed at that point. She agreed begrudgingly. Their conversation did, however, inspire Hiccup to turn to his sketch pad. When Hiccup slept that night, a new drawing adorned the pages of his notebook for the prompt they received his previous art class for which he had been banned from drawing another dragon. The prompt was two words, green and fire. A woman stood atop a rocky cliff, a waterfall rushing behind her. Curly hair flew behind and to her left, transforming into flames at its tips. A bow was held aloft in one hand and a quiver was slung across her back. She wore, what would be once he transferred it to a canvas and added color, an emerald dress and a silver circlet inlaid with a sapphire to match her eyes. Her stance spoke strength, confidence, and power, but her expression was that of uncontained joy.

Maybe he would show Merida the sketch tomorrow during lunch.

The next day school was back in session, with no playful spirit to disrupt it. The classes seem to drone on and on as Hiccup worried over his friends. He had yet to see Rapunzel, though that was normal since he only had lunch and art with her, but it still made him anxious. Jack was no comfort. None of his suddenly rare smiles reached his icy eyes and the air was heavy about him. Merida was unable to punch him out of it and the whitette just brushed off all of Hiccup's inquiries. Mr. Frost proved more helpful, telling Hiccup that Jack heard the news from Sunny who needed much cheering up from her brother just to attend school. The ghost father seemed tense himself, piercing blue eyes flitting about in search of some enemy. By the time lunch rolled around, Hiccup was ready to go home and collapse on his bed. All this stress was exhausting. What the freckled teen didn't expect was to see Rapunzel accompanied by a rather edgy Flynn Rider.

"Flynn? Wha' ahr ye doin' 'ere? Ye donnae go tah our school!" Merida exclaimed as she dropped her tray next to Hiccup.

His eyes rolled as he muttered, "Well, hello to you too, Princess."

Rapunzel broke in before a fight could break out between the two, "Flynn wanted to walk me to school today since he doesn't have class today."

"Only 'cause those creeps are lurking about," he grumbled, wrapping a protective arm around the blonde.

"I appreciate your concern Flynn, but I really don't think we have anything to worry about, at least not at school," she spoke with a hint of annoyance but allowed his arm to stay.

"Creeps? Ye mean them Stabbin' ton brothars? Didn' ye say they 'ad a grudge against yah?" Merida questioned as Jack's head shot up from his sulk to listen to the conversation.

"Yeah, they really hate my guts. It's a long story," he spoke with a grimace.

"Now ye got me interest, ye gotta spill yer beans!" Merida demanded, pounding her fist on the table for added affect.

Flynn looked to Rapunzel for help, who only shrugged. The adult grumbled.

Guy spoke up, pointing his fork in the college student's direction, "You might as well tell them."

Flynn glanced at the three inquisitive faces before him and rubbed his temples, "Alright, alright, but no interruptions. You three should feel honored to hear the story of the great Flynn Rider! Prepare yourselves."

Jack cracked the smallest grin while Merida groaned for him to get started already.

"Okay, we'll start from the beginning, but it's not pretty…I grew up in the orphanage, never knew my parents or how I got there, yada yada yada sob story childhood. Anyway, I met Punzie when we were kids and we kinda grew up together. I was always causing mischief somewhere, whether it was pranking my peers or avoiding chores, but I never really kept track of time. Before I knew it I was seventeen with no money and no job. The big one eight was just around the corner; I'd be kicked out of the orphanage with no means to rent a shabby apartment, much less get into college. No job, no savings, no future. I thought I had nothing to lose so I put my skills to the test. I started stealing, but only from the richest neighborhoods, and I, heh, I stored all the catch in my mattress. I thought I was some hot stuff, but I started to lose sight the important stuff. I spent less time hanging with Rapunzel and more time risking my neck. I was bound to get noticed eventually. Instead of the police, though, it was the Stabbington brothers. They saw me work and offered to team up. We ran a few heists. The bigger the risk, bigger the profit. It didn't take me very long to realize I didn't like their style. They were too…violent. So I double crossed them and left them for the coppers. Of course, our incompetent police force was unable to catch what was handed to them on a silver platter, and the brothers escaped. I thought they just up and left town. Boy was it a big surprise when they found me a few days later, but I was faster and smarter, than the two lugs combined. Rapunzel had wonderful timing and picked that particular moment to try and mend our friendship or whatever, so I tried to scare her off before the brothers found me again by taking her to The Snuggly Duckling. The people there are terrifying, but I forgot they pretty much hated my guts. Of course the Stabbington brother had to see us, but the ruffians at the restaurant were so enamored with Rapunzel that they helped us escape. They also sent the brothers packing. Punzie stuck around armed with her frying pan and she made me tell her what happened. Then she told her parents at least some of what happened and they helped me out. They gave me a house and paid for my college all because I helped Rapunzel out of a scrape when we were kids. I managed to find a part-time job to pay them back some of what they gave to me, but they just told me to save the cash. Wonderful people…Oh, uh, guess I got a little carried away there. My point is, those brothers have it out for me and may try to hurt Rapunzel to get to me. Just, until we know those two are behind bars, watch out," he finished with a sigh just after the bell for the end of lunch rang.

As they began to file out to their next classes, Flynn pulled Hiccup back for a moment.

"Uh, wh-what is it?" the freckled teen asked nervously, mind still processing all this new information.

"Punzie told me you're the one who saw and overheard them. Did they see you?" he questioned, eyes serious and searching.

Hiccup swallowed in an attempt to soothe his dry throat, "Y-yeah, but Toothless and I gave them the slip."

Flynn's face fell and for the first time Hiccup saw fear in those usually nonchalant brown orbs, "Be careful, okay? I…those guys don't know what mercy is, alright? So stay in large, close-knit groups, don't go to the woods, and don't go out at night, at least until we know they're behind bars or out of Burgess. If they do find you, don't engage them, just run."

"Oh, yes, I was planning to engage them in fisticuffs. Really, I'm missing a leg, not a brain," Hiccup sassed, trying to mask his anxiety and make light of the situation.

Flynn, for once, was unamused by his quip, "Hiccup I'm serious, I don't want to see you get hurt."

The freckled teen sighed, "Of course Flynn, I don't fancy being a ghost quite yet."

The man grinned at that, ruffling his hair and allowing them to catch up with the group, "Good, you're a smart kid, Hiccup. You'll be fine."

Hiccup frowned, hoping Flynn's warning wouldn't be necessary.

He had a sinking feeling that it would.

**Thanks for reading! Alright we got some backstory for Flynn, sorry if it's a bit rushed, but he's known these kids for a while now and gets carried away talking about himself. We'll get more of his and Rapunzel's past later. Anybody catch Belt's brief appearance in the last chapter? And I apologize for Caleb and all the angst, it's gonna be pretty heavy in this arc and it still has a few chapters to go, but that doesn't mean it'll be all angst! And the sass returns, I don't write enough sarcastic sassy Hiccup, I'll try to include more in the future. Oh and thank you everyone who reviewed, it really helps motivate me when I hit a bit of writers block. I'll see you next chapter =)**


	16. Chapter 16

**Hi I'm back with chapter 15! Just a little forewarning, there's quite a few time skips and those should be denoted by the long line-break thingies. Alright, without further adieu, I own nothing but the plot and I hope you enjoy reading! **

The next day, Hiccup's video was released to the Burgess News Station, though he remained anonymous per his request. The police set up a perimeter around the forest in hopes of catching the murderers and keeping civilians out of harm's way. They also stationed a few men at The Snuggly Duckling, much to the annoyance of all patrons, in case the Stabbington brothers showed their faces. Flynn was also brought in for questioning since his name appeared in the footage. Thanks to Rapunzel and her parents the ex-thief returned scot-free. Caleb visited Hiccup on and off after school hours.

"So, how much longer do you think it'll take for them to get caught?" the boy questioned, hanging upside down, playing with a Rubik's cube as the freckled teen worked on homework.

The pencil hovered above the math problem for a moment, before Hiccup set the utensil aside and turned to his ghostly guest, "I don't know…but probably soon. There's really no where for them to run, so I'm betting it'll be within the week."

Caleb nodded, a trouble frown still adorning his features, "So, after those dudes are taken care of, what, well, what happens then?"

"Then, if there's nothing left for you to do, you'll see this…this portal, I guess that's a good word for it, yeah, this portal into the light. That's all I see, the light I mean, but I've been told that you'll see friends or family welcoming you and that it's the most beautiful thing anyone's ever seen. Then all you have to do is pass through," a soft smile stretched across his face and a warmth spread through him at the memories.

The boy flipped right side up, floating over and curling beside teen, "But, what about mom and dad and Claude? What happens to them once I go?"

Hiccup could see the shimmer of tears in his incorporeal eyes, wishing he could offer the ghost more than just words, "Well, they'll be here. It's really hard when you lose someone you love, but life goes on. Soon enough, you'll be waiting on the other side, welcoming them home."

That elicited a small smile from the young brunette, before his brows furrowed, "But I don't want to leave until I know Claude's okay."

Hiccup nodded in understanding, "You don't have to leave until you're ready."

"Could…could you talk to him? Tell him I'm okay?" he asked hesitantly, big brown eyes wide in hope.

The freckled teen mood fell drastically, "I, uh, I d-don't know if that's a good idea…"

"Why not? I'm sure he'd feel a lot better if he knew I was okay. That's what he keeps muttering about anyway, he's really worried and sad. He's not use to feeling alone…" Caleb entreated, disturbing Toothless from his nap upon the bookshelf.

Hiccup's heart bled a little for the young ghost. How could he explain that, despite how badly Hiccup wanted to tell Claude, to reassure the entire Gerulf family, but he couldn't? They wouldn't believe him. No one would.

"Sorry, Caleb, I would but, they'd just think I was crazy and making fun of their pain. They wouldn't be reassured, they'd be angry," he apologized with a sigh.

Toothless hopped down from his perch and rubbed around Hiccup's legs. The freckled teen lifted the feline into his lap.

The ghost child frowned, "Okay, if you're sure…"

"Sorry, I just don't want to make things worse," Hiccup wished there was more he could do for him.

Caleb popped up and flew around to brighten the atmosphere, a sad smile reaching his eyes, "Nah, don't worry about it. I'm gonna go check on them, see you later Hiccup!"

The freckled teen waved, "Yeah, see you."

The boy phased through the ceiling and Hiccup hugged Toothless a little closer. That familiar ache in his chest throbbed. The dark feline rested his front paws on a freckled chest to rub his head against his human's. Hiccup returned the gesture, nuzzling up to his best friend.

"Oh, Toothless…What am I gonna do, Bud?" he asked, running fingers through silky fur.

Two acid green orbs blinked once before the feline rubbed past his head and nipped at his ear.

"Heh, Toothless, stop that tickles!" he laughed, gently pushing the cat away.

The feline would have none of that, hopping up onto Hiccup's shoulder kneading his skull. Two freckled hands wrapped around the felines body and the two tumbled to the floor. Laughter filled the air as the two friends wrestled on the floor. Eventually, Toothless ended victoriously atop his human, purring down at the panting human.

"Alright, alright, I give. You win again, Bud," Hiccup conceded, raising himself up on his elbows as the feline sauntered about, singing his own praises.

The freckled teen collapsed onto his back, staring up at the ceiling. Thoughts swirled through his mind's eye, a storm cloud brewing in his brain. Toothless pawed at the teen's head, causing him to blink in surprise.

A crooked grin stared up at the cocked head and bright green eyes, "Thanks Bud, I needed that."

* * *

><p>The next day brought plenty of homework and a startling news update, courtesy of Merida's phone.<p>

"No way," Jack breathed, grabbing her phone to replay the video, "They had a complete perimeter, how did they miss that?"

Guy shook his head, "Well, at least we know they aren't in Burgess anymore."

The police had caught footage of the Stabbington brothers leaving the bounds of Burgess at around 4 that morning. By now they would be far into the next city, hopefully behind bars. A warning had been sent a half hour, after the footage was taken, to all surrounding towns. Hiccup felt both dismayed and relieved. The Stabbington brothers were out of his hair, but that also meant it would soon be time to say goodbye to his small friend. It had been fun entertaining the little ghost over the past few days yet it was high time for him to pass on.

"I'm not complaining. I'll finally be able to sleep through the night," Flynn yawned, deep dark circles under his eyes, "Do you realize how noisy Pascal is at night? That reptile is a fiend, I swear."

"You would've slept better if you weren't so jumpy," Rapunzel shrugged with a small smirk, before turning to Merida, "Did they say anything about the patrols? I'm sure the ruffians'll appreciate having their restaurant back."

The red-head swiped the phone back with a protest from the whitette, "It looks like they'll be takin' em down tomorrah."

Jack pouted as Merida handed it off to the blonde, who then gave it to Guy.

Hiccup elbowed him in the side playfully, "Watch out Frosty, your smile melted again."

Jack snorted, ruffling auburn hair, "You are such a dork. You know that?"

He was met with a crooked grin, "You bet your bleach."

The whitette frowned for a moment before puffing out his chest, "Oh please Freckles, you are mistaken. This look is all-natural!"

Mr. Frost shook his head in contradiction to his son.

"Oh playse, I's as 'natural' as yer bio grade. We all know ye've been cheatin' off o' Hiccup," Merida cut in, rolling her eyes at his performance.

"No one asked you," Jack yelled childishly, sticking out his tongue for good measure.

Sky blue eyes rolled, "Wha' a great comeback Jack, ye got meh real good."

Their table dissolved into laughter, but one thought kept nagging at the back of Hiccup's mind. Stoick would return home tomorrow evening for the first time in days. The freckled teen knew he should feel glad, knowing his father was home and out of harm's way, but he couldn't help that bit of dread pooling in his stomach.

"Hiccy, Earth to Hiccy? Anybody home?" Jack pestered, poking his cheek incessantly.

A deep blush lit up the young brunette's face as he pushed the elder teen away and hissed, "I told you not to call me that! You-you can't just call people that, Jack!"

A sly grin matched the mischievous twinkle in icy blue eyes, "Why ever not, young Hiccy, when it gains your attention so well?"

Before Hiccup could snap a retort, a fist slammed on the table next the whitette, "Ye bettahr shut yer trap before I shu' it for ye. We donnae want Hiccup turnin' intah a tomatah!"

Both elder teens just stared at each other for a moment before bursting into laughter, leaving a spluttering Hiccup as the bell rang.

* * *

><p>The next evening brought the return of Stoick, who was tired and irritated after days with little sleep and no success. So, in an effort to quell his father's mood, Hiccup cooked his favorite, mutton and scalloped potatoes. As soon as Stoick plopped into his chair, the freckled teen hurried serve them both before sitting in his seat, mentally apologizing Toothless for keeping the feline in his room until Stoick retired for bed.<p>

Hiccup resisted a sigh as he listlessly pushed the mutton around his plate. He had no appetite today and almost felt sick just thinking about the meaty mixture sliding down his throat and–yep, he was done. The freckled set down his fork, pushed his plate away, and reached for an apple instead. His father's gaze narrowed slightly, but he made no comment. The two had already exhausted their arsenal of topics, work, school, and the weather, and had now reached the silent part of their dinner. Silent, that is, until little Caleb floated through their front door. He zoomed right above Stoick's shoulder, coffee brown eyes bright with excitement. The brunette paled considerably, green eyes growing wide before sense returned to him and Hiccup locked his gaze onto the discarded mutton. Unfortunately, Stoick had caught the boy's glance.

The large head turned to look over his own shoulder, before turning back to his son with narrowed eyes, "What were yah lookin' at Hiccup?"

Said teen resisted the urge to drown himself in the mutton and mumbled, "Nothing."

The bearded giant nodded his head, "That's right, because there's nothin' there."

"Nothing you can see anyway," Hiccup's internal bitterness snuck out in a mumble, the boy cursing himself at this realization.

"What did ye say!?" Stoick bellowed, dropping his plate and standing up to look down at his son.

Caleb, realizing that his coming here was a mistake, squeaked and fled, hoping to avoid this giant of a man and tone down his wrath.

Anger boiled in Hiccup's stomach, long building and long suppressed. He was tired of his father's obstinacy, cynicism, and scorn. So, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third did something incredibly stupid.

Forest green eyes were alight as they glared at the behemoth, "An eight year old boy, you just frightened half to dea- er, no that you frightened so badly he ran away!"

Stoick groaned, "Enough with the stories Hiccup. You're too old fer imaginary friends."

"They aren't imaginary!" Hiccup growled, fists clenched at his sides.

His father shook his head, "You should've grown outta this by now, Hiccup. It's no' right fer a boy yer age. I thought since you finally had some friends ye would quit with this nonsense. I don't see why you cling to these…these figments o' yer imagination when ye got real friends now."

"I told you they aren't imaginary, they're dead! D-E-A-D dead!" Hiccup screamed, arms gesturing wildly in some attempt to get his point across.

"Enough Hiccup! Ye keep this up and ye'll lose all ye've gained in comin' here!" Stoick roared, slamming his hand upon the table before bringing it up to pinch the bridge of his nose and continued in a much lower voice, "I said, enough. Now go to yer room, this discussion is over."

Hiccup's mouth fell open, "Discussion? Discussion! Is that what you call this? This-this isn't a discussion, because that would require you to pay attention to the words coming out of my mouth!"

Stoick glared and turned away from the table, "I did and we're done. I'm done with this rubbish."

"No, we are not done!" Hiccup yelled, causing his father to look over his shoulder, "We're not done until you listen to what I have to say."

Stoick shook his head and made to leave the room, "I've already heard your nonsense Hiccup, we're done."

Hiccup's eyes grew wide as he ran towards his father, "NO! For once in your life would you just BELIEVE me, or at least _pretend_ to? If you did, maybe I could've led the police straight to the murderers instead of sneaking around in the forest, trying not to get killed! They wouldn't have gotten away if you would just _listen_–"

The large man spun around while raising his hands in frustration, accidentally hitting into Hiccup and knocking the boy to the ground, "I said _enough_ with this nonsense! There's NO one there, there are NO ghosts! YE CAN'T SEE WHAT DOESN'T EXIST!"

Hiccup lay on the tiled floor panting, just staring into the burning eyes of his father. In a second those eyes had softened, registering that his son was on the ground. Concern began to replace his fury as Hiccup lay unblinking before him.

"H-Hiccup, son, I–" but Hiccup was up and out the door before the man could form a coherent thought.

* * *

><p>Hiccup was gone, the scenery a blur as he pounded down the sidewalk. He didn't notice where he was going, nor did he care. He just had to get away, had to run from the emptiness before it consumed him, the ache that had been plaguing him for weeks, months, <em>years<em>. Hiccup found himself at the cove, head buried in his knees and legs clenched to his chest. He couldn't take it anymore, the fear, the hurt, the pit of despair that enveloped him with the simple fact that his father didn't believe him. No one believed him. No one ever would. Hiccup needed that. Someone – anyone – living, breathing, who believed. He needed someone to trust, someone he could spill his guts to and not cast him out. It hurt, it hurt _so_ much to know that would never be a reality.

"Freckles?" a deep voice questioned uncertainly.

He knew that voice. Green eyes shot up as Hiccup twisted behind him to see a shock of white hair glowing in the moonlight. Icy blue eyes widened as the older boy rushed over to him.

"Whoa, Hiccup, what's wrong? Are you okay? Are you hurt? What happened?" Jack was frantic as he knelt by the brunette, gently pushing Hiccup's knees down to see if his friend was injured anywhere.

Forest green eyes filled with something indescribable meet Jack's and made the elder's heart wrench, "Do you believe in ghosts?"

Jack was taken aback by the hollow whisper, "Wh-what?"

"Do you believe in ghosts?" Hiccup tried again, that empty ache, that need to be heard and trusted the only thing driving his actions.

Icy blue eyes widened then softened as Jack finally grasped the question; pale arms encircled the brunette and pulled him into Jack's chest, "Oh, Hiccup, I'm so sorry."

Nothing made sense. The warmth surrounding him, the slight rocking, the wetness covering his face–none of it. The freckled teen couldn't remember the last time someone had wrapped their arms around him and held him in an act of comfort. It was unfamiliar, but suddenly necessary. Hiccup buried into the warmth, clenching his fists around the blue fabric and breathing in the scent that was undoubtedly Jack.

The whitette drew the shaking boy closer with one arm while the other combed through his auburn hair, "Shhh, Hic. I know it hurts..."

Hiccup continued to cling to the warmth and nuzzle into that soothing hand as the gears slowly turned inside his head. What was Jack talking about? Hiccup had asked him about ghosts, so why was he–oh. Oh crap. The brunette froze as guilt twisted his gut. Jack thought someone had died. All the whitette knew was that his friend was crying and asking random questions about the afterlife. Hiccup wanted to smack himself. What had he been thinking? He hadn't, obviously, if he had asked Jack of all people about ghosts. Hiccup knew Jack had lost both of his parents a few years ago, how could he be so insensitive? How could he hurt his friend like that, bringing up such a delicate topic? Now Jack was comforting Hiccup, thinking he had lost someone important to him and was trying to console him, when he had only had an argument with his father. How could he be so selfish?

"Hiccup, Hiccup, do you hear me?" Jack questioned, voice strained in concern.

The brunette shook his head, pushing away so he could look up at his friend, "I-I'm sorry, I'm f-fine. I-I should j-just go."

Hiccup felt he had caused enough trouble for one night; he had to get away before he made things worse, just like he did with Stoick. However, this plan was ruined by the much stronger arm pulling him back to Jack's chest.

"Hiccup, wait, whatever happened, it's not your fault, okay? Just…you can talk to me about it, okay? I promise it helps," the whitette pleaded, adjusting his hold on the younger boy, but allowing no chance of escape.

Every reassurance, every comforting word only added to Hiccup's guilt. He couldn't let Jack worry about him for no reason, but he couldn't tell him the truth either… except the warmth felt so nice, he didn't want to leave this comforting embrace. The chance, no matter how small, that Jack might listen, might hear what Hiccup needed to say, was so tempting.

"No, Jack, you-you don't understand," he tried, shaking his head.

"Hiccup, it's okay, I've been through–" the whitette began.

"No, I mean, no one died, at least, not _that_ recently…" Hiccup was at a loss on how to continue.

Jack froze for a moment, mouth parted in a silent 'O', before loosening his grip just enough so that he could look the brunette in the eye, "Then, what happened? Why are you asking me about ghosts?"

Some part of the Hiccup's mind was screaming 'ABORT, ABORT' but his mouth moved of its own accord, "I had a fight with my father."

The whitette was at a total loss, blue orbs searching green for answers, "Okay, um, I still fail to realize what ghosts have to do with anything."

"I just need someone to believe me," Hiccup whispered, tears sliding down his cheeks.

He was a mess. A complete and total mess. There was no excuse for him to risk everything like this. He wasn't beat up on a daily basis anymore. He finally had friends. Why was he being so stupid? A small voice, a tiny, microscopic voice inside knew the answer. He was lonely. Even with Merida, Guy, Rapunzel, and Jack, he was still lonely and, after fourteen years, Hiccup had reached his breaking point. His timing really sucked.

Jack looked as if he had been struck, eyes wide and mouth slightly parted, "W-what do you mean?"

Hiccup did something crazy.

"I-I can see ghosts!"

**Thanks for reading! as;kjdfslkfj but really, I wrote this ending scene months ago and I finally got to use it! For those who were wondering, Mrs. Frost is there, but Hic's a little too distraught right now to notice her. Okay, time for some info. Remember how I wrote that I wanted to do something special? Well, I attempted to make a cover for this story, separate from my profile pic, so I spent a few hours googling screenshots and playing with microsoft word to make a cover for How to Find the Light. I will try to update it with each new ghost I introduce to the story, so it might be fun to check it out now and then. Again I apologize, I made it in microsoft _word_ so I was really limited in what I could do, since I really can't draw and was too shy to ask an artist if I could use their work for the cover -_-''**

**Okay, moving on, Dragonninja-fan I can answer your question now, because tadah it's here. Someone's finding out during Caleb's arc, and it is Jack! whether or not Jack believes him is a whole different question which will be answered in chapter 18 probably**

**and fofo amr that's a really cool idea, but I was wondering, do you mean like, a friendly ghost who gives Hiccup a momentary surprise scare? or a ghost similar in nature to Pitch who causes Hiccup to totally freak, or something else?**


	17. Chapter 17

**Hi! I'm back with chapter 17! Okay, so this chapter was giving me quite some trouble so it's a bit shorter than the last few. Originally I was going to summarize Jack's view of the week, but it just wasn't working, so essentially, he's super stressed because Caleb, sad children, and job/money issues. I own nothing but the plot and I hope you enjoy reading!**

It had been a long week for Jackson Overland Frost and it wasn't until Saturday evening that he finally had some free time. He needed some space and time to think, to process all that had occurred this week. What better place than the recently reopened woods? The whitette had not expected to see someone curled up by the lake. Jack almost changed course so as not to disturb whomever it was, but he was worried. Though the person was a ways off, Jack could determine that the figure was smaller than himself, probably just a kid. So, the whitette approached. He could soon discern the mop of auburn hair and baggy sweatshirt that belonged to his friend. He had called out, just to be sure. That's when Hiccup turned to face him and Jack saw the tears streaming from those green eyes. Fear and panic took over and suddenly Jack found himself on the ground next to his friend. The moonlight did little to help his inspection of the freckled teen, searching for any signs of cuts or bruises.

Words tumbled out of his mouth in a frantic attempt to help his small friend, "Whoa, Hiccup, what's wrong? Are you okay? Are you hurt? What happened?"

For a moment, Hiccup remained still save the water silently flowing down freckled cheeks. His eyes were eerily lit, the normally dark forest green significantly paled by the moonlight. Jack almost lost himself in them, trying to decipher what emotions changed them so.

"Do you believe in ghosts?"

The voice was frail and almost broke, taking Jack completely off guard, "Wh-what?"

"Do you believe in ghosts?" the question persisted, those strange green eyes seeming to boor into his soul, searching for an answer.

The cogs began to turn in Jack's brain as he tried to make sense of this question without the context surrounding it. The tears, the hollow voice, the strange eyes, ghosts…icy blue orbs widened as the pieces of the puzzle fell together. A brief memory flashed through his mind, of a mirror reflecting those same eyes. Jack embraced the freckled boy, pulling him close, shielding him as best he could from the heartache.

White hair mixed with auburn as Jack buried his face in those silky locks, "Oh, Hiccup, I'm so sorry."

He was. Jack knew the pain of losing those you hold most dear. He knew the ache of a fresh wound and the sting of one rehashed after days, weeks, months, or years. The small bundle of warmth burrowed closer to him, shaking with silent sobs, tiny hands clutching his old hoodie. Jack drew him closer, combing through his hair to soothe the quivering form.

"Shh, Hic. I know it hurts…" he whispered quietly.

After a minute, the boy grew completely still, as if he had stopped breathing.

"Freckles, you okay?" he spoke softly, rubbing circles into the small teen's back.

No response.

"Hiccup, Hiccup, do you hear me?" the whitette questioned, his own voice now tense in concern.

A concern that only grew when his small bundle wiggled out of his grasp and pushed to leave, "I-I'm sorry, I'm f-fine. I-I should j-just go."

Jack never gave him the chance. If there were two things he knew, it was that Hiccup was anything but fine and that no one in this condition should be left alone, especially in the middle of the night in a dense forest by a lake, surrounded by sharp rocks and wild animals – a place where anything could happen to a distracted child, and where a depressed, grief-blinded teen could do anything to himself. Oh no, Hiccup wasn't going anywhere.

Jack clung to his friend, reminding him he wasn't alone and beseeching the stubborn boy to stay, "Hiccup, wait, whatever happened, it's not your fault, okay? Just…you can talk to me about it, okay? I promise it helps."

The brunette only shook his head, still trying to create some distance between himself and the elder teen, "No, Jack, you-you don't understand."

That's what the freckled boy didn't realize, Jack knew this pain, "Hiccup, it's okay, I've been through–"

But he was cut off, "No, I mean, no one died, at least, not _that_ recently…"

Jack's mind took a moment's vacation. What? He was so sure–the look in Hiccup's eyes–what else could elicit that amount of lonesomeness?

"Then, what happened? Why are you asking me about ghosts?"

The voice was soft, but strong, no longer shaking with quiet sobs, "I had a fight with my father."

The whitette didn't even pretend to know what was going on anymore, "Okay, um, I still fail to realize what ghosts have to do with anything."

"I just need someone to believe me," Hiccup whispered, tears sliding down his cheeks.

Those words ricocheted around his brain, memories mixing and mirroring the present, his young friend echoing his younger self.

Jack shook his head and focused back on Hiccup; Hiccup who was crying, Hiccup who needed his help, "W-what do you mean?"

"I-I can see ghosts!"

"…what?" icy blue eyes blinked in bewilderment, unsure if he had heard the little brunette correctly.

Hiccup looked panicked, forest green eyes wider than the whitette had ever seen before. His mouth remained agape after his outburst and his limbs began to tremble.

"I-I-I-I," he stuttered continuously, staring up at Jack in horror, before he glanced over behind his shoulder, "b-but, are you sure?"

"Hiccup what are you talking about?" Jack spoke carefully, wondering if there was something wrong with his little friend after all.

The freckled teen bit his lip anxiously, before finally meeting Jack's eyes, "I…I can communicate with the dead. I-I-I know this sounds crazy, but, ju-just hear me out."

The whitette gave the brunette a quizzical glance before nodding slowly. Whether or not his friend was delusional at the moment, he needed someone to listen, Jack could tell by the desperation so blatant in those green orbs. Hiccup wiggled out of his hold and took a deep breath. He opened his mouth, but paused, wiping frantically at his eyes as if just realizing he was crying.

"Sorry, sorry, just-just give me a minute. Oh, Thor, I'm such a mess. I d-don't know where to start. I-I–" the freckled teen tried to collect his thoughts, beginning to fall into his habit of rambling.

"Hiccup, slow down. Take a deep breath. Now, you said you could see ghosts? Whose ghost do you think you're seeing?" Jack asked with a steady voice, grabbing two freckled hands and lowering them to the grass to stop their frantic rubbing.

The whitette wasn't sure what to make of his friend's confession. Jack had gone through many phases in his own grieving process, quite a few of which involved countless hours in the library researching ghosts, spirits, and how to communicate with the dead. Nothing worked. There was no sign, nothing he couldn't explain away as mere coincidence or even a trick of the light. Still, some part of Jack wanted to believe, so he remained skeptical, but open to the possibility.

Hiccup followed his suggestions, but narrowed his eyes at the whitette's last comment, "Yes, but it's not just one ghost, Jack. I can see anyone who dies, before they go to the light."

"The light?" Jack questioned, wondering how long he should humor his friend, though the freckled teen spoke so earnestly…

"Yeah, that's what I call it, anyway. Anyone who dies and has unfinished business on Earth," his eyes flickered somewhere to his left before returning his attention to the elder teen, "I can see them. And talk with them. I…I try to help them cross over."

"You try to help them…? Look, Hic," the whitette began, voice filled with doubt, but he paused at the utter look of defeat which consumed his friend's face, "Hold on, just, this is a little hard to accept, you know, without some sort of proof. How about I walk you home and–"

"No wait!" he shouted, but seemed embarrassed at his own outburst, eyes trailing to the ground as he grabbed his right arm, "I mean, uh, proof, yeah, that's a thing I probably should've started with, huh? I-I'm pretty sure I can give you that…"

Jack leaned back a bit in surprise, before giving a small nod, "Okay, Freckles, fire away."

Forest green orbs darted nervously to the side and he gave a minute shake of his head, "Um, there's only a couple I've met since I got here that I think you'd know…You know a boy named Caleb, right? Dark skin, brown eyes, goofy smile, red beanie?"

The whitette felt his heart jerk, "Yeah, he's been on the news."

"Yeah, yeah, he has. Um, remember school on Tuesday? With the freaky lights? How they just exploded one classroom at a time? That was Caleb…that's why I ran out of the classroom, because I was trying to stop him from destroying more lights," Hiccup paused, peeking up at Jack inquiringly.

"That could've just been a power shortage or something," the elder teen spoke softly, not convinced by his friend's reasoning, but unsure if his own was valid.

Forest green eyes rolled, "That's not how circuits work, Jack. You see, the way our school is set up, it wouldn't be possible unless – I mean, uh, never mind, that's not important right now. Okay, okay…so um, you know the video they've been showing on the news? The one of the Stabbington brothers talking about what they did?"

"Yeah, everyone's seen that video by now," Jack shrugged wondering where the brunette was going with this.

"I'm the one who took that video and turned it in to the police. See? It's still on my phone. Caleb showed me where they were camping out, but since my dad doesn't believe me, I couldn't just lead the police there," Hiccup rambled, offering his phone for inspection.

Jack took it and watched the video which was too good of quality to be a rerecording from the television. The whitette glanced warily between the phone and his friend, chills beginning to run up his spine.

"Y-you could've just happened upon them," he tried, handing the phone back.

The brunette released an exasperated sigh, "Jaaaack, I've never even been to that part of the forest before, you know that."

"Okay, okay…if you can see and talk to Caleb…tell me what his favorite toy is at North's Workshop?" Jack challenged, things were starting to get a little eerie, but if Hiccup knew this, then maybe, just maybe, he was telling the truth.

"Oh, uh, Caleb isn't really here right now. I thought he might've crossed over, with his murderers gone and all, but he might've come to say bye, I mean he looked really happy, but I'm not sure, I mean – uh, wait, rambling, sorry. Short answer, uh, I don't know because I can't ask him right now, since he isn't, you know, here," the freckled teen stuttered, arms flailing slightly in an attempt to convey the meaning behind his jumbled speech.

Jack frowned, but he was also somewhat relieved. The whitette wasn't sure how much more crazy he could deal with at the moment and was unsure how much his stress level was affecting his brain's reasoning faculties. Tabling this particular conversation for a day or two would be really helpful.

"Okay Hic, it is kinda late, how about we just head home and–" he began, but the freckled teen grabbed his hand to stop him from standing.

"Wait, you…you don't think I'm cr-crazy, do you Jack?" Hiccup begged, voice laced with desperation.

The elder teen set a calming hand on his friend's shoulder, "I think we're both really tired and stressed after this week, and a good night's sleep would help us both."

The freckled teen released a chocked sob, turning to his left for a few moments before turning back to Jack, fearful green orbs lit with a fiery determination, "Wait…there's one ghost here right now who you know."

Jack settled back on the grass, retracting his hand as a sense of dread settled in his stomach, "Who?"

"Just hear me out before you say anything…promise?" Hiccup asked quietly, suddenly apprehensive.

The whitette took a deep breath, running a hand through his hair, reminding himself of what his small friend said earlier. He just needed someone to believe in him, so that's who Jack needed to be right now, or at least a willing ear.

"Okay, I'll hold my tongue," the whitette joked, pinching his tongue between two fingers to show his friend, "thee?"

It earned a breathy chuckle from the freckled teen, "Hey, you dork, I-I'm being serious. Kn-knock it off."

"Okay, okay," Jack held up his hands in surrender, happy with his effort to lighten the mood if only for a moment.

Hiccup shifted nervously, "Okay, yeah, alright, here I go…it's…it's your mom."

Any semblance of a smile fell from the whitette as he paled in the moonlight.

"She's here right now, um, either she or you dad is always watching over you, the other one watches Sunny, when you two are apart. They're the reason I know you and Sunny live at the orphanage and I know how they died, but, uh, don't worry, I didn't ask them anything personal, or stuff like that…" he trailed off, noting the elder teen's odd behavior.

Jack sat straight and still as a stone, resisting the urge to turn and run, "M-M-Merida could've told you that."

This couldn't be happening. He-he couldn't deal with this. Not now. Not after years of torment and grief and despair. No, he had finally started to accept it, that his parents were gone forever, that it was just he and Sunny and that was okay, that was almost okay…and now _Hiccup_ was bringing them up. No, this must be some sort of sick joke. Hiccup couldn't know about them and he wasn't cruel enough to rehash this wound. There…there had to be some mistake.

The freckled teen's bottom lip trembled as he looked off to the side, "No she didn't. You know Merida wouldn't betray your trust like that. I don't know what you didn't tell Merida or anyone that could prove…but, uh, your mom says there's something that you didn't tell anyone. She, uh, she thinks it might help."

The whitette didn't respond, icy blue orbs locked on green.

"O-okay, uh, she wants to tell me about the first time you died your hair?" he talked slowly, questioning his own words.

Jack's fists clenched. Hiccup couldn't know about that. NO ONE knew about that.

"You had just finished putting everyone to bed and were staying up to finish some chores...you filled one of the buckets with bleach and then you went to the kitchen to grab a-a cup and–," forest green eyes widened as the brunette whirled about, "Jack, you didn't!"

The whitette shook his head mechanically. No no no no nononononononono – this-this couldn't' be happening. No one was there, he never told anyone what happened, but somehow Hiccup _knew_. How-how could he know–

"Oh Jack…" a trembling freckled hand reached out towards him, but the elder teen was faster.

He sprang to his feet, mumbling under his breath, "J-j-just g-give me a minute."

With that Jackson Overland Frost took off, disappearing into the dark recesses of the forest.

**Thanks for reading! Sorry it's so short this time, but I wanted to get this out before the next bit. So yeah time for some rambling author's note. This is Jack's pov of the conversation, you'll probably see Hiccup's perspective on this last bit in the next chapter and his simultaneous conversation with Mrs. Frost. Surprise angst from Jack, his hair is actually important and Hic is hitting a lot of his triggers. Also about Hiccup crying, I rarely write Hic crying because in the movie we never see him shed a tear, not when Toothless is in danger, not when Stoick disowns him, not even when he loses his leg, but since this is a modern au and this scene is really intense, it seemed appropriate to help depict the gravity of the situation. Again, please don't hate me for cutting it off here, the next chapter will hopefully be soon and probably really long, I plan on finishing Caleb's arc in one or two more chapters, so yeah.**

**On another note fofo amr, thank you for clarifying. I really like your idea, but with the way I have things panned out i may not be able to fit it in for a while, so please be patient, but I hope to fit it in, in the future. =)  
><strong>


	18. Chapter 18

**Hi! I'm back with chapter 18 yeah! Okay so when I typed up this next section it was over 6,000 words, nearing 7,000. So, I split it into two chapters and since I cut it in the middle it happened to leave on a really terribly mean cliffhanger, so I decided to upload both chapters at once. Again I have no beta and I'm uploading these at around 2:00am so I apologize for any nonsense/errors below. I own nothing but the plot and hope you enjoy reading!**

"I-I can see ghosts!"

"…what?" icy blue eyes blinked in blankly, pale eyebrows furrowing in confusion.

Oh gods, oh gods, ohgodsohgodsohgodsohgods. What had he done?

"I-I-I-I" he stuttered, mind faltering as he realized what words had escaped him.

"Hiccup, sweetie, calm down. Jack's looked into the existence of ghosts before. He's very open minded and accepting of most things. Calm down and give him a chance, you already made it this far," Mrs. Frost spoke up to get his attention.

"B-but, are you sure?" the freckled teen asked, worrying his lower lip.

"Hiccup what are you talking about?" Jack spoke slowly, eyeing him skeptically.

"Yes, I'm sure, just give him a chance. Even if he doesn't end up believing you, he won't abandon you. Just give him a chance," she glided closer to the brunette, voice soft and brown orbs gleaming with hope.

The freckled teen bit his lip anxiously, before finally meeting Jack's eyes, "I…I can communicate with the dead. I-I-I know this sounds crazy, but, ju-just hear me out."

The whitette gave him a look before nodding slowly. Hiccup almost chocked on his own breath, gut twisting in apprehension. The long arms went lax, allowing him to wriggle out of his friend's hold where he could gesture without elbowing the whitette. That's when he noticed the water dripping from his face his sweater. Hiccup rubbed feverishly at his eyes, trying to rid himself of the embarrassing waterworks. He must look so pathetic.

"Sorry, sorry, just-just give me a minute. Oh, Thor, I'm such a mess. I d-don't know where to start. I-I–" the freckled teen tried to collect his thoughts, beginning to fall into his habit of rambling.

"Hiccup, slow down. Take a deep breath. Now, you said you could see ghosts? Whose ghost do you think you're seeing?" Jack asked with a steady voice, grabbing his hands and lowering them to the grass before releasing them.

The freckled teen inhaled and exhaled a few times before turning his attention back to the elder teen, narrowing his eyes; the word 'think' didn't belong in that sentence, "Yes, but it's not just one ghost, Jack. I can see anyone who dies, before they go to the light."

"The light?" Jack questioned, doubt seeping into his voice

"Yeah, that's what I call it, anyway. Anyone who dies and has unfinished business on Earth," he tried to explain, glancing over at Mrs. Frost and receiving an encouraging nod, "I can see them. And talk with them. I…I try to help them cross over."

"You try to help them…? Look, Hic," the elder teen began, the blatant skepticism in his voice causing Hiccup's heart to sink in despair, "Hold on, just, this is a little hard to accept, you know, without some sort of proof. How about I walk you home and–"

"No wait!" he shouted, scared his friend would never give him another chance to explain, scared he would never again find the courage to even try, "I mean, uh, proof, yeah, that's a thing I probably should've started with, huh? I-I'm pretty sure I can give you that…"

Jack leaned back, before giving a small nod, "Okay, Freckles, fire away."

Forest green orbs darted nervously to the side to the specter, "You can tell him about me, it's okay."

"Um, there's only a couple I've met since I got here that I think you'd know…" Hiccup shook his head, he couldn't bring up Jack's parents, not yet, that would be too painful…but perhaps his experiences with Caleb would suffice, "You know a boy named Caleb, right? Dark skin, brown eyes, goofy smile, red beanie?"

The whitette visibly flinched, "Yeah, he's been on the news."

"Yeah, yeah, he has. Um, remember school on Tuesday? With the freaky lights? How they just exploded one classroom at a time? That was Caleb…that's why I ran out of the classroom, because I was trying to stop him from destroying more lights," Hiccup paused, peeking up at Jack inquiringly to see his reaction.

"That could've just been a power shortage or something," the elder teen spoke softly, but without confidence.

Forest green eyes rolled, covering up the panic building in his chest, "That's not how circuits work, Jack. You see, the way our school is set up, it wouldn't be possible unless – I mean, uh, never mind, that's not important right now. Okay, okay…so um, you know the video they've been showing on the news? The one of the Stabbington brothers talking about what they did?"

"Yeah, everyone's seen that video by now," Jack shrugged nonchalantly, but his voice sounded strained.

"I'm the one who took that video and turned it in to the police. See? It's still on my phone. Caleb showed me where they were camping out, but since my dad doesn't believe me, I couldn't just lead the police there," Hiccup rambled, offering his phone for inspection.

Jack took the small device and watched the video before returning it to the freckled teen with wide eyes, "Y-you could've just happened upon them."

The brunette released an exasperated sigh, but his skin grew clammy; it wasn't working, "Jaaaack, I've never even been to that part of the forest before, you know that."

"Okay, okay…if you can see and talk to Caleb…tell me what his favorite toy is at North's Workshop?" Jack challenged with a slight cock of his head.

"Oh, uh, Caleb isn't really here right now. I thought he might've crossed over, with his murderers gone and all, but he might've come to say bye, I mean he looked really happy, but I'm not sure, I mean – uh, wait, rambling, sorry. Short answer, uh, I don't know because I can't ask him right now, since he isn't, you know, here," the freckled teen stuttered, arms flailing slightly in an attempt to convey the meaning behind his jumbled speech.

Now Jack would think he was lying, making excuses for his lack of knowledge, and discard the whole conversation. Hiccup trembled as he awaited his friend's response.

"Okay Hic, it is kinda late, how about we just head home and–" he began, but the freckled teen grabbed his hand to stop him from standing.

"Wait, you…you don't think I'm cr-crazy, do you Jack?" Hiccup begged, fear of rejection driving him to desperation.

The elder teen deliberately avoided answering his question, "I think we're both really tired and stressed after this week, and a good night's sleep would help us both."

The freckled teen released a chocked sob, tightening his grip on his friend's wrist. This was it, Hiccup had ruined everything. Now Jack thought he was some psycho in need of a straight jacket and some pills, just like everyone else…

"Hiccup, tell Jack about me. I can give you proof he can't refute," Mrs. Frost broke through his despair, sparking a flame of determination in the little brunette.

He turned back to the whitette with only a hint of apprehension, "Wait…there's one ghost here right now who you know."

The elder teen settled back on the grass, removing his hand from Hiccup's grip, "Who?"

"Just hear me out before you say anything…promise?" Hiccup asked quietly, hoping this plan wouldn't backfire.

Jack hesitated a moment before fooling around, "Okay, I'll hold my tongue…thee?"

The freckled teen couldn't help the chuckle that escaped him at his friend's antics, "Hey, you dork, I-I'm being serious. Kn-knock it off."

"Okay, okay," Jack conceded, holding up his hands in surrender.

"Okay, yeah, alright, here I go…it's…it's your mom," Hiccup paused, noting the darkening of his friend's mood and hurried to continue, "She's here right now, um, either she or you dad is always watching over you, the other one watches Sunny, when you two are apart. They're the reason I know you and Sunny live at the orphanage and I know how they died, but, uh, don't worry, I didn't ask them anything personal, or stuff like that…"

Jack sat straight and still as a stone, voice low and quaking, "M-M-Merida could've told you that."

The freckled teen's bottom lip trembled as he looked off to the side, "No she didn't. You know Merida wouldn't betray your trust like that. I don't know what you didn't tell Merida or anyone that could prove…"

Mrs. Frost sighed deeply, a frown curving her features as she glanced between the two boys, "Hiccup, there's something I can tell you that I know he never told another soul. He won't be able to refute it."

"But, uh, your mom says there's something that you didn't tell anyone. She, uh, she thinks it might help," he spoke slowly, glancing to his friend for permission.

The whitette didn't respond, so Hiccup took it as the go-ahead and nodded to the ghostly mother.

"I'm going to tell you about the first time Jack dyed his hair. His father was with him at the time, but he explained the situation to me in great detail," she began, clasping her hands together in an effort not to wring them.

"O-okay, uh, she wants to tell me about the first time you dyed your hair?" he spoke slowly with no small amount of confusion.

"He had just finished putting everyone to bed," she began, pausing for him to repeat her words.

"You had just finished putting everyone to bed" Hiccup complied, glancing to her to continue.

"And he was staying up to finish his chores."

"And were staying up to finish some chores," he repeated dutifully.

"Jack filled one of the larger buckets with bleach, he was suppose to go clean the bathrooms, but instead he went to the kitchen and grabbed a cup…" Mrs. Frost paused, gazing up to the moon.

"You filled one of the buckets with bleach and then you went to the kitchen to grab a-a cup and," gears began to turn in his tired brain, dread beginning to twist his gut.

"He dipped it into the bucket and brought it to his lips – oh that's when I heard his father yelling, I rushed downstairs and–" she started, twisting her hands together as she stared at her son.

But Hiccup wasn't listening any more, he turned to his friend, fear and empathy piercing his heart, "Jack, you didn't!"

The whitette only shook his head, icy blue eyes wide and unfocused. Of course Hiccup had considered that option before, but he knew he would only end up as a restless spirit, without a living soul to help him reach the light, to reach his mother and grandfather…but for someone who didn't know what fate awaited them to not only ponder, but attempt to end their own life – Hiccup couldn't imagine what kind of pain would provoke it.

"Oh Jack…" he reached out to his friend, trying to offer some sort of comfort, just something to help the whitette before him.

Jack jumped out of his reach, mouth moving silently, before turning and dashing away. The darkness swallowed him as Hiccup shouted for him to return.

"Jack, wait! Wait, come back! Please, I'm s-s-sorry. D-d-don't le-leave!" Hiccup's body shuddered with sobs, his voice dry and cracking from calling out to Jack, begging his friend to forgive him, to come back, to not leave him all alone.

Why, why was he so stupid? Jack had just hopped up and left without a word, without looking back, without answering a single plead. He lost everything, just like his father said he would…

"Hiccup! Hiccup, sweetie, please answer me," Mrs. Frost floated before him, hands reaching forwards.

Glistening green eyes peeked up, "H-h-h-he h-hates m-me n-no-now."

"No, no, Hiccup don't say that. Jack would never hate you. He just needs some time to calm down okay? I am so sorry for pushing you to tell him, I didn't think he'd panic like that…" she trailed off, glancing to where her charge disappeared, "Hiccup, right now I need to make sure he's okay. I promise I'll be right back after I check on him, okay? Everything will be fine. He just needs some time to cool off. Can you wait here for me?"

The freckled teen nodded, no longer trusting his voice.

"Okay, I'll be right back. Just stay here, okay? I'll be right back," with that she flew off, rushing after her only son.

Hiccup curled further in on himself. The emptiness was no longer an ache, but a searing burn, ripping through his chest. It was far worse than before, worse than all of Berk combined, because Jack had been a friend. Now he would want nothing to do with the freak, the weirdo, the nutjob. He would tell Merida and Rapunzel and Guy and Flynn, naturally, to warn them of Hiccup's insanity and they would hate him. And he would be alone again.

Bare feet dashed across twig and rock, a blur of blue and white in the night. Twig and rock turned to pavement, pavement to wood, wood to carpet. All was silent in the orphanage, save the structures creaks as it settled and the analog clock that ticked monotonously in the gloom. Icy blue eyes snapped back into focus, taking in his surroundings. A whole in the ceiling illuminated the triangular room until his fumbling hands found the light switch. A small vanity table sat against the back wall, filled with old or broken toys and arts and crafts. Jack inhaled a shuddering breath as his body collapsed against the door, facing the mirror, but looking through it. Unwanted memories harassed his mind, the toxic smell of the bleach, the despair that drove him towards it, the creeping voice that urged him to lift it towards quivering lips. No, no one could know, no one could know, no one could know…

He shivered, lanky arms wrapping around himself in some effort of solace. He pushed through the images and sensations, searching for the strength that helped him turn that cup, spilling it back into the bucket. Instead all he felt was that crippling fear slithering through his veins. Jack didn't know how long he sat there shivering, until the light bulb above him burst and the room was bathed in darkness. The vanity started shaking, rocking back and forth as if thrown about in some earthquake. Jack jumped to his feat and took a step closer, momentarily distracted from his musings. It stilled its movement, then its drawers shot out, crayons and toys flying into the air, swirling around some invisible fixed point. The whitette gasped and began fumbling blindly for the doorknob. All fell save for an old bottle of red paint suddenly dropped to the floor. Jack was entranced as the container was tipped over the mirror. Crimson liquid curved across the reflective material, forming letters.

**HeLP HIcCUp**

Icy blue eyes widened in horror as the lines bled into one another. This was madness. This was a horror story come to life and–oh no. He had left Hiccup all alone. In the forest. At night. Bare feet flew down rickety steps. How long ago had he left his little friend? The front door lay open, forgotten in his rush. He said he'd only be gone a few minutes. The rough pavement wreaked retribution on pale flesh. Where was Hiccup now? The silhouettes of trees loomed before him. Would he make it in time?

A slight gasp woke Jack from his self-berating and a cold grip encircled his wrist. The whitette whirled about, fist raised as he was pulled between two houses and yanked to the ground. Wide green eyes met his frantic gaze and he immediately calmed.

"Hi–" he began, only to be stopped by a freckled hand slapping against his mouth.

His wrist was released and Hiccup raised a finger to his own mouth in a demand for silence. Jack nodded in compliance. His mouth was cautiously released and Hiccup mouthed a thank you to him. Jack wanted to apologize, to beg for his young friend's forgiveness at his earlier skepticism, which was nonexistent after the freakish display in the attic, and for abandoning the freckled teen in such a great time of need. He also wanted to ask what was going on, why silence was required, and why they were hiding between houses. Instead he grabbed Hiccup's hand in his own and offered, what he hoped was, a supportive smile. The freckled teen's bottom lip trembled and fresh tears pooled around green orbs. Jack was taken aback. He opened his mouth reflexively to ask what was the matter only for a freckled hand to slap over it once more.

"Shhh," he hissed lowly, before removing his hand and picking up a stick.

He started carving letters in the dirt.

S-T-A-

He dropped the stick and cowered against the wall of the building as gruff voices floated down the sidewalk.

"I know he's around 'ere somewhere…" a low gravely voice whispered to their right.

"He couldn't've gotten far with that leg," the same voice perhaps, or maybe another spoke in response.

Icy blue eyes snapped back to the quaking body beside him. Someone was searching for Hiccup. But who? Who on Earth would strike such fear into his small friend?

"I know that, now shush, don't give away our position," said what sounded like the same voice, but couldn't be, unless this person was talking to himself.

Now he could hear footsteps. Jack reached blindly around in the dirt until he found a sizable rock. Then he rose to his feet, bringing Hiccup up as well. The freckled teen had one hand across his own mouth, to stifle any fearful whimpers that dared to escape, his other hand cutting off the circulation in Jack's. Hiccup gasped loudly, pulling Jack towards the left just before two figures appeared to their right.

"Well, lookie here brother. He found himself a little friend," one figure spoke, a knife glinting menacingly in his hand.

Jack shoved Hiccup behind him, pushing him towards the unblocked exit as the boy yelped. Both men were tall, bulky, and held a weapon.

"More fun for us," the other figure spoke, this one with some sort of stick or bludgeon, and the two began a swift approach.

The whitette chucked his stone, hitting the one with a knife in the throat. The knife fell from his grasp as he reached for his throat, coughing and spluttering as he leaned against the wall. The other man charged and Jack sidestepped his lunge. Instead of turning, the other man continued his charge and nabbed the fleeing brunette. Hiccup gave out a strangled cry as the man's meaty arm wrapped around his tiny windpipe and hoisted him off the ground. The noise sparked a boiling rage within and Jack saw red. He leapt at the back of the behemoth who chuckled as he slowly choked the smaller teen. Jack rammed his elbow into the back of the man's neck, earning a grunt of pain and Hiccup a chance to wriggle out of his iron grip. Before the man could turn to the whitette or make another grab for the freckled teen, Jack kicked out his knees, causing the man to fall to the ground. The whitette wasted no time, for the first thug was already recovering, and started yanking his friend towards the street. The brunette stumbled after him, gasping as he tired to find his footing. Sooner than Jack hoped, two more pairs of footsteps thundered after them.

Hiccup tried his hardest to keep up with Jack, but he frankly didn't have the coordination nor the stamina. His prosthetic shot a piercing pain through his stump with each faltering step, worn and throbbing from overuse. His lungs were starved, his head was spinning, black dots invaded his vision, and the adrenaline just kept pumping through exhausted veins. This wasn't the way he imagined his end, dashing through forests and caves from murderers targeting him. He thought his death would be something more…Hiccup; falling down a flight of steps and breaking his neck or some invention gone awry. The worst part about this whole scenario was that Jack had been dragged into his mess. If it was just Hiccup, at least not many others would be hurt by association…maybe his new friends would care, but his father would be better off without another mouth to feed, his friends wouldn't have to worry about Dagur's wrath, everyone's lives could improve if they didn't have to worry about Hiccup the Useless, but Jack…Jack had a little sister who needed him, friends who relied on him, and an entire life ahead of him.

Mrs. Frost's warnings and urgings blurred into white noise as his vision grew fuzzy. It was too much. The throbbing muscles, the screeching noise, the blinding light…wait, what?
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Jack spotted the car as it turned the corner and dashed to the center of the street, his free arm waving wildly. The car squealed to a stop. The whitette ran to the side of the vehicle as the two thugs approached, ready to kill another innocent in their effort to get at the two meddling teens. He pulled the gasping brunette closer to himself, wrapping one arm around his friend and pounding on the door with his free fist. The driver's door opened and a black shadow leaped out and then onto the hood of the car, hissing at the men. A man rivaling the height of North exited the vehicle next, looming above the two teens.

"Sir, please help us, they have a knife and they're trying to–" Jack began his explanation, only to stop when the stranger grabbed Hiccup's arm.

The whitette almost yanked away from the man, preparing to kick out his knees and carry his friend if he had to, but Hiccup spoke up first, "Dad?"

Jack wasn't sure, but it looked as if the man smiled, before gently pushing them to the side and pulling out a shotgun. The bewildered whitette dropped to the ground, wedging Hiccup between himself and the car.

"Put yer hands up before I shoot," the man, the scrawny teen's father, growled with more venom than either of their pursuers, "Drop yer weapons and then don't move a muscle. Trust meh, ye donnae want tah give me any more reasons tah shoot yer brains out."

The two thugs cursed and did as demanded, glaring at the two teens.

"Eyes front an' centahr. Ye so much as look at my son again and it'll be the last thing ye do."

Toothless, assured that the two threats were neutralized, hopped to the ground and nuzzled against his freckled teen, whining and mewling at the him until the boy responded.

"You boys gettin the car. The rest of meh squad'll be here soon," Hiccup's father spoke without moving his gaze or slackening his grip.

Jack nodded and opened the back door, lifting his trembling friend into the backseat before sliding in beside him. The whitette threw his head back against the seat, panting from his exertion and emotional ordeal. After turning and seeing the state of the freckled teen, he pulled Hiccup onto his lap and curled about him in a protective embrace. Toothless didn't protest so long as he remained on Hiccup's lab.

Icy blue eyes glanced at the unchanged scene out the front windshield before looking down to his friend, "W-what the hell just happened?"

Hiccup ran unsteady hands through dark fur, locked within the comforting embrace of his friend who apparently didn't hate him, with two ghosts twirling around the car.

"Are you okay Hiccup? I'm sorry it took me so long to find him, but it was hard to open the door–" Caleb rambled on, crouched in front the freckled teen.

"Oh sweetie, I'm so sorry I left for a moment, if I had stayed then maybe–" Mrs. Frost spoke simultaneously, making it hard to decipher any meaning from either's words.

"W-what the hell just happened?" Jack's voice joined the throng and Hiccup's headache grew worse.

"Could everyone please just be quiet for a moment?" the freckled teen raised his voice, but it came out weak and wavering.

The two ghosts froze and Jack stiffened, "Oh, uh, who all is here right now?"

The question was hesitant, but sincere, so Hiccup responded in like, "Caleb and your mom…"

The whitette's hold tightened around him almost to the point of discomfort and he whispered to himself, "Okay, okay, this is a thing, okay…alright, I can handle this…"

"Wait, you told Jack about us?" Caleb asked, brown eyes wide in astonishment.

Hiccup nodded as the elder teen questioned in a louder voice, "Okay, so, uh, what exactly just happened? I mean, after I ran off like an idiot, I'm so sorry Hiccup, I just couldn't handle all of that information at once, and I ran off like a coward, I'm–"

The freckled teen buried further into the protection of his friend, still wondering how they had made it out alive, "It's okay Jack, I-I shouldn't have pushed that on you so suddenly. It wasn't fair of me to rehash those memories…I'm sorry."

"No, I was the one being an idiot, I'm sorry Hic. I'm just really confused right now," he spoke with a humorless chuckle.

Before Hiccup could rebut the whitette's apology, for it really was all the freckled teen's fault they were in this mess, Caleb jumped in, "Apparently you were both being stupid. So get on with the story already."

"Caleb!" Mrs. Frost reprimanded, arms crossed and tone strict, "Neither of them are at fault here. Not one of us considered the possibility of the Stabbington brothers hiding out here. Apologize!"

"Sorry," the boy shrugged sheepishly.

"Hic? You still with me?" Jack questioned with concern.

Freckled fingers paused in their petting, earning a slight head-butt from Toothless, "I-I'm fine, just uh, just got distracted for a second. So, right, what happened…"

_Hiccup sat there alone, wishing for the forest floor to open up and swallow him whole. A loud snap caught his attention, eyes searching the clearing for any sign of a deer or wolf. He didn't expect to see two large humanoid figures slinking out from the tree line._

_ "Well, well, well, look who we have here. The little snot-nosed brat who ratted us out to the police," eye-patch snarled with a sickening sneer._

_ The other brother stood at his side, a thick branch held in one hand, "You're right! We never thanked the little shit, now, did we?"_

_ Hiccup was already stumbling to his feet, his left leg throbbing in protest after all the running he did earlier. He glanced around wildly for an escape route._

_ "Why don't we thank him now?" eye-patch growled, removing the dagger from his belt._

_ The freckled teen dashed around the lake, the brothers taking chase behind him. Oh gods this was not what he wanted. Hiccup wasn't ready to die yet. His only chance was the cave, whose twists and turns he had memorized after weeks of exploration. He would lose them in the caves and exit next to Whittler's shack. Then he would double back past the lake and towards town. The two adults were far faster and fitter than Hiccup, but he had a head start. He dashed through complete darkness, one hand sliding along the wall for guidance, curses and jeers echoing behind him. Heart beating a mile a minute, palms sweaty, adrenaline coursing through numb limbs, he kept going. The voices faded behind him and were almost nonexistent as he burst out of the cavern, almost crashing into Whittler's shack. Hiccup stumbled forward, hands resting upon his knees as he gasped in the night air. _

"Your mom left to make sure you were okay. I sat there for a while before they came out of nowhere. I thought I lost them in the caves, but…" he trailed off, eyes glossy and unfocused.

"But wait, who are these guys and why are they after you?" Jack cut in, head resting atop his friend's.

"Oh, uh, they're the Stabbington brothers. I guess I forgot to tell you that they saw me when I was taking the video of them. Toothless distracted them long enough for Caleb to show me the way out, but he was locked in my room this time, to stop him and dad from fighting. Sorry Bud," he apologized, nuzzling the feline.

Toothless wacked the bulbous nose with his tail, before nipping at it playfully. This earned a grateful smile from the freckled teen. The arms around him tightened and he could feel the glare sent out at the brothers.

"So they're the ones who…Caleb?" the deep voice questioned.

"Yeah…" the ghost boy answered, "But hey, I'm okay, they can't hurt anyone else now! Tell him Hiccup!"

The corners of his mouth twitched as he relayed the message, "Yeah, but right now Caleb's just happy that they can't hurt anyone else. He, uh, he wanted me to tell you that."

"Thanks…you're a great kid Caleb, we all, we really miss you," the whitette stumbled over his words before coughing slightly, "So how…how did you get away?"

"I doubled back but they were waiting at the cove. Caleb found me…" he mumbled quietly and the ghost boy's smile saddened.

_Crunching leaves, snapping twigs, gasping breath. He tripped over another branch, knees protesting and hands thoroughly scratched. _

_ "Hiccup!" the brunette jumped up in alarm, "Mrs. Frost passed me on her way back and asked me to wait with you, but I couldn't find you so I came here. Why are you all dirty? What happened?"_

_ "Th-the…Stabb…ington brothers…They're…here and…b-but I-I…I lost them i-in…caves," he panted out as he leaned against a tree for support._

_ Brown eyes widened in fear, "Oh no, come on, we better get out of here."_

_ "Yeah, yeah…just…just a sec," Hiccup paused, trying to regain his breath, "Okay, let's go."_

_ Caleb flew before him, pointing out logs and brushing away twigs from their path. Soon they reached the cove and moonlight illuminated two dark figures next to the cave._

_ "There's the brat!" one yelled and the freckled teen would've screamed if his lungs had enough oxygen._

_ "Keep going!" the little ghost shouted, fire gleaming in his eyes._

_ Hiccup pushed his legs harder, hearing the crashes of many rocks hitting the earth and curses spewing for the air._

"Caleb distracted them so I could make it to the street," he recounted, smiling at the beanie-clad child.

The boy grinned smugly, "Yeah, I knocked one 'a those humongous boulders loose and sent 'em crashing down."

"He saved my life. I met your mom when I reached the edge of the forest. She checked each house to see if anyone was awake, but everyone was sleeping, so I had to keep running…"

_"Hiccup? What's the matter dear? Are you okay?" Mrs. Frost hovered about him, eyes wide in concern._

_ The freckled teen shook his teen and kept running, "St-Stabbington brothers...in the woods."_

_ She gasped flying after him, "Oh no. How far is your house?"_

_ "Too far," he gasped, clutching at the cramp forming in his side._

_ "Keep going, I'll check which houses to knock at," she flew off._

_ The brunette only made it five houses before Caleb flew up behind him, "Hiccup, you gotta hide! They're almost out of the woods!"_

_ The freckled teen dashed between two houses and collapsed, one hand slapped against his own mouth to quiet his gasping breaths. Caleb hovered next to him as Mrs. Frost continued to check houses. This was it. He was going to die tonight. Tears threatened to pour once more but Hiccup blinked them away. He glanced to the ghost child hovering next to him, fear haunting those coffee-colored eyes. The freckled teen couldn't put Caleb through this again._

_ "C-Ca-Caleb, th-thank you for your h-help, but I-I need you t-to go home, o-okay? I-I'll s-see you later," he tried to force his quivering lips into a reassuring smile, but failed miserably._

_ The boy was shocked, "What? I can't leave you. What if they find you?"_

_ That's why Hiccup couldn't let him stay; Caleb may be able to manipulate some physical objects, but there was no way he could fight off the two murderers long enough for him to escape, "No, I-I need you to go, okay? I…I don't want you to-to see whatever they're going to do to me. Do you understand? You need – you need to leave."_

_ "No!" the boy shouted with more force than Hiccup expected, "I'm not leaving you. I-I can help…I don't want you to be alone if it happens!"_

_ The freckled teen rubbed at his eyes frantically before whispering hurriedly, if Caleb wasn't going to give up on him, Hiccup wouldn't either, "Caleb, I need you to go to my house – okay? – and find Toothless. Do whatever you can to get him out of my room and lead him here. He can help us, please, can you find him?"_

_ The ghost child looked conflicted, but narrowed his eyes in determination, "Okay, but you better not be a ghost when I get back!"_

_ "I'll do my best," Hiccup managed a smile before the boy flew off._

_ He huddled against the building, burrowing his head in his knees and wishing he were anywhere but here._

"I sent Caleb to go find Toothless and then your mom came back to sit with me. She was, uh, really surprised to see you running down the street. I grabbed you and you kinda know the rest from there," Hiccup shrugged, rubbing his face against Toothless.

Jack was quiet for but a moment, "Wait, my m-mom was surprised to see me? Wasn't she the one who told me you were in danger?"

"What?" Mrs. Frost spoke simultaneously with the freckled teen as they glanced at one another.

"Then was it my d-dad?" the whitette lifted his head to look down at his friend in question.

"What do you mean, Jack?" Hiccup asked, peeking up at his the elder teen.

"When I got back, well a while after I got back, the paint flew out of the drawer and painted 'help hiccup' on the mirror. I figured it was my mom since you said she was there with you, you know, before I ran off," he trailed off, glancing off to the side.

Mrs. Frost seemed to pale, if that was possible and Caleb just looked between them with confusion, "Well, it wasn't me. I was busy trying to get Toothless out."

The cat sent the boy a grateful yip.

"Uh, Jack, your parents can't manipulate physical objects…it couldn't have been them or Caleb," Hiccup said slowly, digging through his memories for any other possibilities.

The whitette cocked his head in befuddlement, "Well, then who was it?"

The freckled teen bit his lip, "Well, all the other ghosts I've met have crossed over…except, well, but it couldn't be him…I-I really don't know who it was, but I guess I owe them my life, and you, all of you really, if it weren't for all of you I-I-I would've b-been–"

"Shhh," Jack cooed, holding him tighter as the brunette began to tremble once more, "We were here and you're okay and that's all that matters. Those bastards are going to jail where they belong, where they can't reach you or anyone else."

"Yeah! We've got your back, Hiccup!" Caleb grinned, floating to the ceiling of the car.

The sound of sirens cut off whatever Mrs. Frost was about to say. The group sat in silence as they watched the Stabbington brothers being loaded into flashing squad cars and driven off to the Burgess police headquarters. Stoick finally lowered his arm, slumping slightly before entering the car.

He twisted to look into the back seat, seeing his son huddled in the arms of the whitette, "Hiccup, are…are you hurt, son?"

"I'm okay dad. C-could we go home now?" the freckled teen requested, voice low and strained.

Stoick nodded, "Is yer friend spendin' the night?"

Hiccup glanced up at his friend, pleading for the whitette to stay.

Jack thought for a moment, before giving the freckled teen a light squeeze, "Yes, if it's all right with you, sir."

"Perfectly fine," he grunted and started up the car.

"Can I stay with you tonight too?" Caleb asked, settling behind the two teens on the backseat.

Hiccup gave a slight nod of his head, earning a smile from the boy.

"Once we get to your home, I'll go check in with my husband and then return," she paused, glancing at the feline, "You'll look after my boys, won't you Toothless?"

The feline growled, taking offense of her needing to ask such a ridiculous question.

"Of course, my bad," she chuckled lightly.

Hiccup continued to listen the banter that his father and friend could not hear. Soon the car squeaked to a halt and Stoick exited the vehicle. He opened the back door, reached in, and ever so gently lifted his son from Jack's arms. Hiccup immediately curled into his father's chest, shaking with suppressed sobs. Stoick the Vast rocked his only child, surrounding him in a hold that promised love and protection. Jack silently slid out of the backseats. He followed them to the door and opened for them. Caleb circled round and round them while Toothless did his best not to complain in his current position, squished the father and son. Hiccup had just about fallen asleep by the time his father set him on his bed upstairs. The adrenaline and exertion left his mind and body utterly exhausted. Toothless curled around his head, the concerned purring lolling him more quickly to slumber. Stoick silently removed his prosthetic to see the stump red and swollen.

"I'll be righ' back," he grunted to Jack before leaving the room.

The whitette knelt beside the bed, unable to stop himself from glancing at the scar tissue surrounding the area where a foot should've been attached, "Oh, Hiccup, are you okay?"

The brunette nodded dazedly, "Th-thanks Jack fer savin' me an…an believe-velievin-in in me."

Jack just shook his head, fatigue overcoming him as well, "I'm just glad you're okay Freckles, now get some sleep."

Stoick entered a moment later, a bag of ice in one hand, a pile of blankets and some extra pillows under his other arm. He set the blankets down then knelt at the foot of the bed. Cautiously, he lifted Hiccup's left leg and placed the bag of ice beneath it. The brunette hissed, but then relaxed, exhaling in relief. Stoick gently wrapped the stump in a cloth then covered his son in one of the blankets, tucking him in.

"Thayss daa," Hiccup slurred, eyelids fluttering.

The behemoth grunted in reply, worry creasing his eyebrows.

He turned to the whitette wearily, "Thank you for helpin' Hiccup. I'm guessin' yer one of his friends from school? There's a phone in the next room to the right if ye need tah call yer folks."

"Thank you Mr. Haddock. My name's Jack, uhm, thank you for letting me spend the night. Everyone's already asleep, so I'll give them a call in the morning…" he trailed off, uncertain how to deal with man before him.

Stoick nodded, "Alright, I'll see you boys in the mornin'. Goodnight."

"Goodnight," the whitette responded, exhaustion seeping into his voice.

The door shut and Jack glanced about him, unsure what to do. Hiccup was barely conscious as the teen arranged the extra blankets into a makeshift bed.

"G-goodnight mom…Caleb…Hic," he said before snuggling into the covers, reaching a hand up and flopping it around until it found a freckled one.

The whitette didn't care if he would lose all circulation in his arm by morning. He squeezed the other hand earning a weak one in return. He smiled, reassured that they were both safe for the night, and fell into a much needed slumber.

**Thanks for reading! aslk;dfsfjl;skdfjslkf oh my gosh these two chapters, just, my heart. So much happened, i hope it wasn't too much and the pacing was okay, I'm afraid it's really rushed, and I hope I managed to keep everyone in character/realistic for this situation...but Jack is a believer! He's Hiccup's first living believer! I'm sooo happy and I hope it was worth the wait. Caleb's hanging around for one more chapter =) And for all those who saw httyd 2 please be careful not to leave any spoilers in comments, I mean, I know no one will, but I felt the need to ask, just in case. I saw it and if you want to ask me about it or talk about how certain parts may or may not influence this story please use a private message (pm). Alright, I think i've rambled enough, so I bid you all adieu until chapter 20, thank you all for reading this story!**


	20. Chapter 20

**Hi, I'm back with ch 20! I cannot thank everyone enough for your outstanding support, like wow, i don't even know how to respond. I'm so glad that people enjoy it =) So, after the action filled climax of arc one, we have more of a relaxed chapter, that's a little explanation heavy, but it's kinda necessary after the big reveal. A new character is introduced, sort of, so I used google translate to find some Russian words. Okay, I own nothing but the plot and I hope you enjoy reading!**

**Dobroye utro = good morning**

**Net = no**

**Da = yes**

Jack awoke to the loud thumping of fists against wood. He shot up, icy blue eyes flying wildly around the unfamiliar space. For a whole three seconds the whitette had not the slightest clue of where he was or why, then Stoick stepped into the room and it all came back to him in a rush.

"Mornin'. Sorry if I woke ye, I need tah check on Hiccup before I go," his voice rumbled quietly as he approached the bed.

The whitette only nodded in response and turned his attention to the bed. Toothless lay curled about the young teen's head, eyes opening sharply at the sound of footsteps. Acid green orbs assessed the hulking man before closing halfway. Stoick brushed the hair from his son's forehead, thumb gently rubbing over slight scrapes and bruises. He sighed and slowly lifted the blanket in an effort not to wake the freckled youth. Jack wondered how such large powerful hands could move so softly as the man lifted and unwrapped his son's stump. Hiccup released a hiss at the contact, but remained unconscious, shifting slightly. Stoick observed the stump closely, mumbling and grunting incoherently, before wrapping it back up and setting it down on the bed. From what Jack could surmise the swelling had decreased and the scar tissue seemed less irritated, but it still didn't look comfortable. The behemoth covered the tiny teen, nodded to the whitette, and took his leave. Jack sat there for a few minutes, not really sure what to do at that point. He didn't know where Mr. Haddock was going, he daren't ask, and he had no idea what day of the week it was either, though he was sure neither he nor Hiccup were going to school after their recent adventure. The clock told the teen it was far too early for any creature other than birds to be conscious, so he decided to go back to sleep. One nagging thought stopped him, so he exited the room as quietly as possible, located the Haddock landline, and left a message at the orphanage. He tiptoed back into the bedroom and gave his friend a once over. The freckled teen had regained some color, or perhaps that was just the lighting, and slept soundly. Jack nodded to himself once before collapsing on his makeshift bed, easily returning to the realms of unconsciousness.

"Eww, Toothless! Stop it!"

Jack jumped up and whirled to face the bed only to cock his head at the strange sight. The dark feline's tongue was an astounding shade of pink as it lapped at Hiccup's forehead. The freckled teen wiggled away from the wet appendage, pushing the cat away with his hands. Toothless, unperturbed, jumped over the restraining appendages and pounced on his human's head. Each paw gently cupped the side of his head while the feline got back to work on grooming the teen. Jack made no attempt to withhold his laughter.

Hiccup bolted upright, Toothless falling down his back to the bed, and stared at the whitette with wide eyes, "J-Jack?"

"Hey Freckles," he smirked as alight crimson enveloped his friend's face, "Did you have a nice nap, sleeping short-stuff?"

The brunette opened his mouth to retaliate when his head suddenly snapped towards the right, "Oh, Caleb and…oh. _Oh_."

Jack automatically glanced about the room in search of the little boy.

Hiccup turned back to his friend with a sheepish smile and began rambling, "Sorry, I guess everything slipped my mind for a second, you know, early morning amnesia and all that jazz. So, uh, I guess we should talk about st-stuff, I mean, if you want, you're not freaked out are you? Oh gosh, sorry, I didn't even consider–"

"Whoa, whoa, slow down Freckles. You gotta give me a chance to respond," he chuckled, settling cross-legged across from the smaller teen.

The brunette rubbed the back of his neck nervously, "Oh, uh, sorry. It's just, I've never told anyone before, I mean I have, but no one's ever taken me seriously before, so yeah. I-I don't really know where we would go from here…"

"So, your dad doesn't know?" Jack asked, though as the words left his mouth he remembered Hiccup's words from the night before.

The freckled teen hunched his shoulders as Toothless wormed into his lap, "Ah, hah, no. He kinda thinks I belong in a psych-ward. We probably should wait till he's gone to talk about anything, though he's probably gone by now."

The whitette swallowed nervously, sensing he hit a rather sensitive topic, realizing why Hiccup never talked of his father, "He already left earlier this morning. He stopped in to check on you before he left."

"Really?" brown eyebrows quirked in doubt, before green orbs flickered to the right and continued with genuine surprise, "Oh, well, I guess we're free to talk then."

Jack's stomach made itself known and he released a slight chuckle, "Sure, but can we grab some grub first?"

"Uh, sure, yeah, of course, just let me get my–" the boy fumbled in his excitement, but cut off with a wince of pain.

Toothless jumped onto his chest, knocking the teen back into a laying position and growling slightly.

Hiccup struggled against the weight for a moment before the feline growled, "Oh, come on Toothless, I'm fine! See? Just let me get my leg."

The cat sat down with a huff, pushing his front paws against the freckled teen's shoulders.

"Um, I may be going out on a limb here, but I don't think your demon cats wants you to get up," Jack joked, trying hard not to laugh at the ridiculous predicament.

"Thank you, Mr. Frostbutt, for pointing that out," Hiccup pouted, looking towards the whitette, "You know, you could help me up."

"And incur the wrath of the mighty Toothless? No thanks, you're on your own kid," the whitette took a step back, lifting his hands in surrender.

Jack would've sworn that the sound coming from the feline was akin to a laugh as the freckled teen grumbled and rolled his eyes.

A light twinkled in those emerald orbs before they turned back to the whitette, "You do realize you're not getting any food until I get up, right?"

"What?" Jack exclaimed, thoroughly defeated, now he had to help, "Fine, why is your cat so against you getting up?"

Hiccup chewed on his lip in thought, glancing down at the bed sheets then back to his friend, "He, uh, he doesn't want me using my prosthetic, since, you know, my leg's, uh, it's a little…sore."

"Oh, well, you got a wheel chair or something you use when it gets sore?" the glare his friend sent him would have been terrifying on anyone else's face, so the whitette thought for a moment before speaking again, "Why don't I just carry you then?"

The brunette spluttered as his cheeks reddened once more, "Wh-What? No. No way. I'm not going to be manhandled like-like some invalid. Just, no."

"Aww, come on Hiccy. It's a win-win all around! You don't hurt your leg, I don't enrage the personification of lightning and death itself, and I get free food!" Jack grinned, poking his friend's cheek.

Hiccup slapped his hand away, about to protest, but Toothless pawed at his chest. The brunette met the eyes of the feline and his expression changed rapidly as black ears flickered back and forth. Jack cocked his head, observing what appeared to be a silent conversation between human and a cat.

Finally, the freckled teen groaned and Toothless purred, "Fine, but we speak of this to no one."

"My lips are sealed," the whitette smirked, pretending to zip his mouth shut.

The brunette rolled his eyes as Toothless hopped off his chest. Hiccup sat up and lifted the covers, sticking his head underneath them before removing them. He tightened the wrappings on his left leg, not daring to meet the older teen's gaze. Jack recognized the twinge of fear in those eyes, the same fear he had seen when Hiccup first came into gym class, revealing his prosthesis.

"All set?" the whitette questioned, receiving a nod in return.

He bent down, carefully sliding one arm under the brunette's knees and the other beneath his back. When Jack lifted him into the air, Hiccup instinctually clung to him, wrapping his arms tightly around the pale neck.

The elder teen chuckled, "Jeez Hic, I'm not gonna drop you. Loosen up the strangle hold, would ya?"

"Yeah, sure, like I'm going to trust a twig like you to carry me? Nu uh?" he muttered, tightening his arms.

Icy blue orbs rolled as the whitette turned towards the door, "Oh, look who's talking. You're literally a fishbone, Hic."

"At least my brain isn't frozen," he mumbled, only releasing his grip momentarily to open the door.

"Oh, I see how it is. Do a guy a favor and all you get is flak," Jack teased, making his way towards the steps.

Toothless darted past him and waited at the bottom of the stairs. The whitette assumed he would just follow the little feline, since it appeared intelligent enough to lead him to the kitchen. No doubt the cat was starving as well. He couldn't make out Hiccup's next grumbled retort as he descended, so he made no attempt at a reply. Instead Jack just focused on not dropping his precious cargo. The whitette had plenty of experience carrying children around all day long, but something about Hiccup was different. He was…warmer perhaps?

"The kitchen's down the hall, to the right," Hiccup muttered, relaxing his hold just the slightest amount.

Jack followed his directions dutifully to find the dark feline head-butting a chair away from the table. The whitette hesitated a moment before carefully setting the little teen down. Hiccup sighed in relief, though his cheeks were still painted pink in embarrassment.

"There's, uh, some bread in the freezer," the brunette spoke up, scratching Toothless behind the ears in thanks.

Pale eyebrows quirked, "What?"

"Oh, so Mr. Frost doesn't like frozen food now?" forest green eyes challenged playfully.

"No, I do. Just, why bread?" Jack asked, thoroughly confused to find a whole loaf in the freezer.

The freckled teen shrugged, "So it doesn't go bad. You just stick it in the toaster and wah-lah, breakfast is served. There's some jam in the fridge."

The whitette shook his head as he stuck to icy pieces in the toaster and scoured the fridge for condiments. He found strawberry, grape, and raspberry jam, setting each at the table, then, with the guidance of Hiccup, danced around the kitchen to procure plates, knifes, forks, and cups.

As he was reaching for the orange juice, the toaster popped. Soon enough the two teens were enjoying a simple breakfast.

Jack took a couple bites before trying to approach the elephant in the room, "So, uh, are mom and Caleb still here?"

"Oh, uh, yeah," he seemed surprised at the question, glancing up, "Yeah, Caleb's sticking around until he 'knows I'm better' which I am, so you can go check on Claude."

The whitette watched his friend's face fall into a deadpan, "Hilarious."

"What?" Jack asked, glancing between the freckled teen and the disturbingly empty ceiling.

"He doesn't want to miss me floundering while I try to explain…things," the brunette tried to relate, waving his hands in the air as he searched for the proper words.

While the elder teen's stomach flopped with his nerves, the sight of his friend was quite amusing, "I can see why."

"Oh shut it and eat your toast," the freckled teen grumbled, though the whitette could see the hint of a smile growing.

Jack chuckled and took a bit of his breakfast, the room silent save for munches and slurps. Icy blue eyes darted about the room. He knew his mother and Caleb were there, but he still couldn't wrap his head around it. It was just, too strange, too much, and too sudden. Yet, he was undeniably curious about this new world.

"So…ghosts," he began, almost wincing at the pathetic attempt.

"Yeah, uh, what do you want to know?" Hiccup asked, a nervous, but eager smile alighting his features.

Jack took another bite to give himself time to organize his thoughts, "How does someone become a ghost, besides dying."

"Well, dying is the first step, kinda necessary. When someone dies they either go to the light or, if they have some sort of unfinished business, they become a ghost. Once their unfinished business is, well, finished, a personal portal to the light opens up and they can go anytime they want. Like, Caleb's is open now, but he wants to stick around a bit longer to make sure everyone's okay and say bye and stuff," the brunette gestured with his hands, almost dripping jam onto the floor.

"Okay…uh, what exactly is the 'light'? Does everyone go there?" pale eyebrows quirked in question.

Hiccup took a moment to respond while Toothless nudged his leg for attention, "Well, it's a little hard to explain. I call it the light, because that's all I see, this large, ovalish…thing of light. To ghosts, it's more like a doorway. Most people, from what I've been told, see dead friends and family welcoming them home. That's why it's a personal portal; no one else can enter but them. Not even other ghosts…and, as far as I know, _everyone_ ends up there. No exceptions."

"So, it's like heaven? But there's no hell or anything to contrast it?" Jack wanted to double check, just to be sure.

The brunette shook his head, "Not that I know of, anyway, and I think one of the ghosts I've met would've mentioned something like that by now, if it did exist."

The elder teen went to take a bite of his toast, realized that he already finished it, and took a sip of juice instead to stall for time, "Alright, what about this unfinished business, like, what determines that?"

"I don't know, but every ghost has it. Sometimes, well a lot of the time actually, they don't even know what their unfinished business is. It's–well, it can be a little frustrating…or a lot frustrating," he sighed, pushing his bangs away from his forehead.

Jack leaned back in his chair, balancing on the back its back two legs, "So, you just run around and try to help them? Why can't they do it themselves?"

"Yeah, that's the general idea," he paused, frowning, "Well, it really depends on what they need. Lots of ghosts don't need my help, either, they have enough energy to interact with the physical world or things just kinda fall into place. Lots of ghosts also need help, because, no one can see, hear, or touch them. I mean, some of them can interact with inanimate objects, maybe plants, but I've never seen a ghost touch a living person. They just…phase through them. It's not a nice feeling, I really wouldn't suggest doing it," the brunette shivered, picking up his feline friend and setting him in his lap.

The whitette let his seat fall back onto four legs, earning a glare and raised hackles from the cat, "Alright, duly noted, but you said only some of them can interact with the real world? Why?"

Hiccup bit his lip, pondering for a moment before answering, "It's more like a gradient, I guess, some can do it better than others and some can't do it at all. As for why? I, uh, I don't really know. I think it may have something to do with how they absorb energy, but that's just a hypothesis. I haven't really noticed any pattern that would support it…"

"They absorb energy?" things were starting to get a little too weird, "What do you mean?"

"Oh, sorry, that probably sounds pretty strange, huh? It's, uh, it's how ghosts sustain themselves, I think. It's more that they feed off the energy people give off in their emotions. Er, um, you see, people place a lot of energy behind their feelings, right? So it's kinda out there and fair game to wandering spirits. Though, some spirits tend to feed off of more negative or positive emotions, so it might have something to do with that. Or how efficient they are at extracting energy. I'm, uh, I'm not really sure," he shrugged anxiously, finishing off the rest of his juice.

Jack must have looked incredulous to elicit such anxiety from the brunette, "They feed off of energy? Like, draining our life force?"

"Oh! No, no, nothing like that. It's, well you see, it's more like, there's a lot of energy in what you feel, like pretend I'm really happy or upset. I give off all these happy or upset vibey-thingies and ghosts come along and suck them up. Yeah? Yeah. Sometimes, it can make a person tired, sometime it can amplify whatever they're feeling, but most of the time it doesn't affect them at all. It depends on the person, or ghost, or maybe both. But yeah, not draining your life force, heh heh," the freckled teen chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck.

"…okay. I'll just pretend I understood all that," the whitette shook his head, wondering how much more mindboggling information he swallow.

When his friend failed to pose another question, Hiccup began wringing his hands, "I, uh, I have this-this book, where I've been keeping track of all this stuff and all the ghosts I've met. I can show it to you, if you want."

"Yes, but not yet. I still need to finish processing the rest of what you told me, so my brain doesn't explode," he gave a slight chuckle as he massaged his temples.

"Right, sorry, right, I just, uh, yeah, getting ahead of myself again," the brunette laughed nervously, fidgeting in his seat.

Jack grinned, "Chill Freckles. It's fine. How about we relax for a bit. Go on a walk, or watch some TV?"

"A walk sounds ni-" Toothless growled softly, placing his paws against Hiccup's chest, earning an eye roll from the young teen, "Fine, TV it is."

"Great," icy blue eyes twinkled as the whitette stood and swooped his friend into the air with a squeak of protest, "And the Prankster King once again saves the day and his fair freckled damsel."

"Jack!"

* * *

><p>E. Aster Bunnymund would not call himself a patient man. So when one of his few coworkers was still absent three hours into their shift, he had the tendency to be a little…testy.<p>

"_Dobroye utro_, Bunny. Where is Jack?" the booming voice filled the store, grating on the worker's sensitive ears.

"Well I don't bloody know, mate. The showpony decided not to show," he growled, turning to his boss.

Nick S. Taclaus was a mountain of a man, though all who knew him swore he was filled to the brim with jolliness rather than muscle or fat. Not to say the giant wasn't strong, Aster believed he could lift the delivery trucks with his bare hands, but rather than testosterone, he was fueled by childish joy and wonder. His white beard tickled his belly while tattoos encircled his arms. The Russian preferred others to call him by his nickname, North, but many a child referred to him simply as Santa Claus.

"Oh, come now Bunny. Surely there is reason, _net_? Only time Jack late, sister sick, remember?" he chuckled, patting his friend roughly on the shoulder.

Green eyes narrowed in irritation as he stumbled forward, "Then explain to me why the little sheila is playin' over there, right as rain, and their ain't head nor tail of her brother in sight."

"I'm sure there is perfect explanation. We must wait," North nodded to himself with a grin.

Bunny rolled his eyes, "What did you want 'im for anyway?"

"Oh, it is time! I tell him today!" the jolly man chuckled, excitement twinkling in cerulean eyes.

"What? Yer not serious are you? After this little stunt? That lazy, arrogant, good-for-n–" Aster began his rant, growling at the older man.

North frowned, interrupting his employee, "Now Bunny. Calm self. Jack is good kid, _da_? He is still young. He deserves second chance. Everyone does."

The man huffed, but conceded, "Fine, but don't tell me I didn't warn ya."

"That is spirit! Now back to work. There is joy to bring to children!" he cheered, patting his friend once more before turning to the back.

A few hours passed and the anklebitters from the orphanage left the shop. It was slow around this time, with most families at lunch, and the toyshop was relatively peaceful. So, when the front door bell rang signaling more customers, Aster was bright and attentive. What he didn't expect to see was the blasted whitette and the little freckled kid from a few weeks ago, that black cat draped around his scrawny shoulders. They were laughing and conversing, but at the moment, Aster couldn't care less.

"Oi, 'bout time you showed up, Frostbite. Have a fun day shirking your responsibilities?" he yelled, immediately gaining both teens' attention.

Jack somehow managed to pale, surprisingly, while his friend just looked between the two in confusion.

"Oh, crap Bunny. I'm sorry, I-I didn't realize–" the whitette tried to explain, but Aster was having none of his hair-brained excuses.

"Yer lucky North didn't give me jurisdiction to dock yer pay. Now get to work before I–" he growled only to be cut off by the big man himself.

"Bunny, Bunny. Why so much yelling? You scare children, da? What is problem?" a balding head peeked around a shelf, dark bushy eyebrows quirked in question before he spotted the trouble maker, "Oh Jack! Good to see you. And you brought new friend! Hello, friend of Jack!"

The scrawny brunette offered a bewildered smile and a small wave while the whitette exclaimed, "Hey North, sorry, I didn't realize what day it was, else I would've called in. Sorry, it won't happen again."

"No worries, no worries. All is well, but I must ask, what is matter?" the man smiled while Aster held his tongue, refusing to acknowledge the relief he felt at seeing the little sprite.

The whitette became nervous, rubbing the back of his neck and chuckled, "Well, you see, some stuff happened last night and I couldn't really make it in to work today…"

"What? North, yah can't tell me yer gonna take this crap?" Aster scoffed, earning an icy glare from his co-worker.

The jolly mountain shook his head, "Bunny, I think you are needing break or holiday. You are very tense. But I must agree, Jack, your story is little vague, _net_?"

"Well…"the teen trailed off, glancing towards his friend.

"Actually, sir, it's, uh, it's really my fault Jack wasn't at work today. You see, I was attacked by the Stabbington brothers last night and if Jack hadn't of found me, I w-would've been a goner. After the police arrived I asked him to stay over at my house because I was still freaked out. S-so it's really my fault he was up so late and couldn't make it to work," the brunette spoke up, shifting slightly behind Jack as he spoke.

North's eyes widened in surprise, "Is this truth, Jack? Are you two not harmed?"

The whitette opened his mouth to answer, but Aster was faster, "Oh, you gotta be kiddin' me! You can't honestly tell me you believe this garbage? Those Stabbington brothers fled town a few days ago."

"I-it's the truth. If you don't believe me you can call Officer Haddock, Chief of the Burgess Police Force. He can vouch for us," forest green eyes were aflame, contrasting the teen's awkward posture.

E. Aster Bunnymund was rarely taken by surprise. So when this little twig managed it without a sweat, he begrudgingly withdrew from the argument.

* * *

><p>"See Bunny? Perfect explanation. Now Jack, it is okay you do not work today, but I have something to tell you. In private. Do you have time?" North asked, excitement twinkling in his cerulean eyes.<p>

"Well," he paused, glancing down at Hiccup, "We were just stopping by to buy something and then we were going to head over to the Gerulf's. Will it take long?"

"Not too long, not too long. Maybe your friend can look for gift and we talk? _Da_?" the giant proposed with a cock of his head.

Jack glanced down to see his friend nod in encouragement, "Sure. See you in a bit, Hic."

The brunette offered a quick bye as North dragged the elder teen to his office. The office, like the rest of the store, was littered with toys, though most of these were either broken or new prototypes the owner enjoyed tinkering with. Jack wondered what his boss was so giddy about while still reveling in relief that he was not in trouble.

"So, North, what did you want to talk about?" he asked, lazing back in his seat a tad.

The older man started bouncing in glee, "Tooth and I have proposal, to help with your problem."

"My problem? What–oh," the whitette sunk in his seat.

_That_ problem. More like crisis. Jack wondered how such a stressful factor of his life could slip his mind, but with all the craziness and ghosts and running for his life, he guessed it was somewhat to be expected. Now it loomed before him, as daunting as ever and he had only a month to solve it.

"Really? How–what do you have in mind?" he questioned, trying not to grimace.

"We wanted to offer earlier, but it took much time to convince Bunny. You know how stubborn he is. But he also has big heart. _Da_. So here it is. I wish to adopt you and Sunny," North all but shouted, lifting his arms to accentuate his words.

Jack was speechless.

"Sorry for being late, but like I say, Bunny need lots of convincing. He very stubborn. So, what say you Jack? Would you let us be your guardians?" he smiled softly.

The whitette began laughing. Soft, airy chuckles filled with immense relief floated about the small office.

"Are-are you serious?" he gasped, hopping up and crouching in his chair.

"_Da, da_!" North cheered, a large grin splitting his face.

"This, this fixes everything!" he exclaimed, bouncing on the balls of his feet, "H-how can I ever thank you?"

"No thanking. We are happy to have the Frosts join our family."

Jack launched himself at the older man, tackling him in a hug, murmuring a constant stream of thanks. Surprised cerulean eyes softened as North embraced the boy. The boy who had been working his butt off the past two years. The boy who was desperate to reach an impossible goal: earn enough to provide for himself and his only remaining family in time for his eighteenth birthday, when he would be a legal adult and no longer in the care of the orphanage. Now he had a way out of the stress, the madness, the hopelessness. He gained a future.

North held the teenager with the weight of the world finally lifted off his shoulders for a few minutes before patting him gently, "Jack, I think your friend waits."

The whitette untangled himself with a watery-eyed grin, "Yeah, thanks North."

"You are very welcome! Baby tooth will enjoy the company, she very excited," he smiled, waving the teen off, "I'll see you later, _da_?"

"Definitely," and with that the whitette left.

North picked up his favorite snow globe, shaking it about as he listened to the excited murmur of the whitette and the slightly nasally voice of his friend. Soon he heard the ring ringing of the front door. A contented sigh left the jolly giant, but a sudden thought made him groan.

"Oh, now is time for paperwork."

**Thanks for reading! Alright, this author's note is going to be a little lengthy but it holds stuff I think is important to you, so please read it if you have the time.**

** First, I want to apologize for the long explanation between Hiccup and Jack. I hope they stayed in character during it, even if it was probably boring, but it was necessary for Jack to learn a bit about ghosts. He still a little freaked out about it, but Hiccup is super excited and doesn't quite know how to deal with it. Second, explanation of Bunny's grumpiness. He was actually freaking out when Jack failed to show up. When Sunny showed up to play and he found out Jack was staying at a friend's house he felt angry at himself for worrying so much and a little betrayed by Jack for making him worry, so he lashed out at Jack when he showed up. However, because Bunny wasn't conscious of this, the scene preceding what I wrote from his perspective didn't fit right, so I cut it out. Third, the Jack getting adopted. When I first started this story, I planned to have a lot more Jack focused moments/scenes that would highlight his predicament, life at the orphanage, and working at North's and Toothiana's, but they never seemed to fit. So, this may seem a bit out of the blue...if there's any way you think I can improve it please let me know, because I'm a little stumped. Also, I will try to explain this during the story later, but it'll be helpful to know now how this new household works. North, Toothiana, Bunny, Baby Tooth, and Phil all live under the same roof - think of meet the robinsons. North and Toothiana are not married, they act more like siblings. Bunny is like their little brother. Both Tooth and North own businesses, while Bunny works part time and is attending college. Phil is North's best friend and right hand man. Baby Tooth is Toothiana's niece, but Tooth cares for her like a daughter. And now they are going to add in Jack and Sunny to the mix. It'll be a blast. (Sandy does not live with them).**

**Okay, regarding Hic's and Jack's interaction with Claude and Caleb's crossover scene, I want your opinions. Personally, I don't believe I can write this scene effectively, so I rather leave it up to each individual's imagination to fill out the details. What I implied in this chapter is that Jack, Hic, and Caleb head over to Claude's with gift in hand, have a meaningful conversation/reconciliation and then Caleb crosses over. Again, I'd rather leave this scene up to the imagination because I don't think I can give it justice in writing, at least I haven't been successful with my attempts thus far. However, since there have been so many chapters dedicated to Caleb I would understand wanting to see some closure rather than just imagine it and if that is the case I may attempt to provide it. So, I'd really like to hear your preference if you have one.**

**Yikes that's a long author's note, now on to questions:**

**kitty.0 - stoick had backup on the way because I imagine that cop cars have these little buttons on their dashboard that sends out a distress call to all units and reports their location. I don't know if this actually exists, I probably should have looked it up before writing it, but if not, it does exist in the world of Burgess =)**

**HoneyBeeez - sorry, I can't tell you who told Jack cause it's super spoilery ^^;**

**animelovernewbie - We will eventually find out how Hiccup lost his leg, either through nightmare or telling another character I have yet to decide. As far as his power goes, I'm sticking with Ghost Whisperer on this one, saying he was born with it and it runs in his family, skipping every other generation.**

**Lord Brashugon - I am planning to make it hijack, but I've never written romance before so it might end up looking like they're really REALLY good friends instead -_-' but yes, hijack is the plan, eventually.**

**Thanks everyone again i just adkl;sfsfldsafjkd;sj I don't usually point out specific reviews unless they ask a question but Frostyemerald i cannot get over the fact that you like this story, it's just dkjsl;fkdjsa thank you soooo much and i'm sorry i made you cry but i think it's in a good way so i'm happy you enjoyed it sljfa;slkdsaflskfjdlsjf and Tashi you-you said it was thrilling and inspiring, i never thought someone would describe my writing that way and I think i'm going to burst from happiness, and you pointed out the characterization and relationships which i've been really worried about and i just can't *.***** thank you _ALL_ for your support!**


	21. Chapter 21

**Hi! I'm back with ch. 21! Sorry the wait was a little longer than usual, I just couldn't get Caleb's crossing over right -_-Thank you kitty.0 or else I would still be trying to write that scene with no success. I tried to give some closure with Hiccup and Jack's discussion at the beginning of the chapter, but I will add a little more of what happened in the author's note at the bottom, if anyone's curious. I am so happy people like this story a;sdfaklds so, this chapter moves us from arc one into arc two =) I own nothing but the plot and I hope you enjoy reading!**

The street was painted in crimson, vermillion, and peach light as the trio made their way towards the Haddock home. Toothless napped, draped across freckled shoulders. The two teens walked in companionable silence. That is, until it was broken by the whitette.

"You said 'Tell everyone I say hi'," Jack mumbled, gazing off somewhere in the distance.

Hiccup was startled out of his own thoughts, "Oh, uh, yeah. It's kinda a force of habit."

Forest green could not meet glazed icy orbs, "That's really nice."

"Oh, uh, thanks?" the freckled wasn't sure how to respond to his friend's suddenly strange demeanor.

The whitette took a few moments before speaking again, "What you did for Caleb and Claude back there, that…that was amazing."

"Well–I–uh, just, you know, doin' my thing," he chuckled nervously, his cheeks warming in embarrassment; he wasn't used to receiving complements, "I wouldn't've been able to even talk to Claude if you weren't there, though, so thanks! I owe you one. Or, a lot, considering the whole saving my life bit, yeah, I should probably start making a list to keep track."

Jack's small smile fell for a moment, "Do…do you think you could do that for me and Sunny?"

The brunette stumbled as the elder teen turned to face him, icy eyes piercing through his own, "U-u-uh s-sure! I'd be happy to and-and I'm sure your parents would love to talk with you guys, I mean, if Sunny's okay with it–"

"Yeah!" he exclaimed, grinning from ear to ear, "You're the best Hic, you know that?"

Now the young teen was blushing for sure and he couldn't help the stupid smile that stretched across his face. Instead of any intelligible response, he ended up mumbling some sort of gibberish and gesturing wildly with his arms, almost disrupting the feline from his slumber. Jack continued to grin, an excited little spring to his graceful step. The smile never faltered from the brunette's face.

* * *

><p>A couple weeks passed, winter taking a firm hold of the small town of Burgess, and things went back to normal…for the most part. It was strange, how light and overall happy Hiccup felt now that someone finally knew his secret. It was as if some burden had been tossed to the side, helping him to stand taller and smile wider. He joked, laughed, bantered, and opened up around his friends more, especially Jack. Every few days or so, the whitette would approach him, a curious spark alight in his icy blue eyes. Still, he had yet to see the Book of Spirits or use Hiccup as an interpreter between himself and his parents. Jack was far too busy, most of the time, helping along his adoption process. The brunette, caught up in both his feelings of liberation and schoolwork, was rather blindsided when he walked into art class to be greeted with a both a wave and a glare.<p>

"Hi Hiccup! Ready to brainstorm our next project?" Rapunzel grinned, blissfully unaware of the woman who hovered behind her.

Forest green eyes blinked rapidly, tearing themselves away from the ghastly visage, "Uh, y-yeah! What do you t-think about our prompt?"

He pulled out the seat next to the blonde and averted his gaze from the specter. However, when he lowered himself into his chair, it was pulled away, causing the teen to hit the floor instead.

"Back off," the woman's voice was venomous as she cackled.

"Oh, Hiccup, are you okay?" Rapunzel called, leaning down to help him up.

The freckled teen stumbled to his feet, muttering apologizes for his clumsiness, only to be met by hard, gray eyes. He yelped and tripped backwards, ending up on the floor once more.

"Hiccup?" the blonde questioned, rising from her seat.

The brunette scrambled to his chair, pointedly avoiding eye contact with the ghost and offering an apologetic smile, "S-sorry, I tripped, you know, my leg, uh, yeah."

Spring green eyes widened "Oh, there's no reason to apologize, I'm just glad you're alright."

Hiccup managed a strained smile, before reaching down to retrieve his sketchbook. He discreetly edged his chair away from his friend as he straightened up, hoping it would appease the ghost. Apparently it did and she returned to hovering behind Rapunzel. The blonde turned to her own work, humming happily to herself as she connected paper with pencil. The freckled teen sent furtive glances towards his friend, ignoring the project in favor of documenting the specter. Her figure was tall and thin, draped in a low cut velvet dress, red with gold trimming. It was tattered at the bottom and the sleeve edges. Graying ebony curls fell below slim shoulders. Large, fierce eyes accentuated a sharp, angled jaw. Name: unknown. Purpose: unknown. Relations: Rapunzel? He would have to wait until the two were separated or find the obituary section in the Burgess paper to discover her identity. He was pulled out of his musings by a sultry, mocking laugh.

"Hah! You call _that_ art? Oh, darling, I've seem better work from kindergarteners with finger paint," the woman smirked, speaking right into Rapunzel's ear.

What in Odin's name? Hiccup glanced over at his friend's sketches, watching graphite birds and vines come to life. Luckily, both the blonde and specter missed his look of incredulity at the woman's statement. Rapunzel's art was beautiful, intricate, free-flowing. How could this woman try to insult her? Why would she? Lost to his own rising anger, the brunette missed the next few comments the woman threw, but he paid close attention to Rapunzel. How her humming petered off on a faltering note. How her smile twitched and faded. How her fluid strokes shuddered and ceased. How the woman, though unheard, was darkening Rapunzel's mood with every vicious word. Hiccup stood and walked behind his friend, ignoring the ghost's indignant hiss at his approach.

"Wow, Rapunzel, I never would've thought to interpret the prompt like this," he paused as insecure eyes raised to meet his own and he smiled, "It's really beautiful. I can't wait to see what colors you'll use for it."

She brightened instantly. As usual, her smile was contagious and soon a crooked one stretched across the brunette's face. He sat back in his chair, ignoring the potent glower the ghost was sending his way. The freckled teen returned to his drawing, adding a side note: produces negative energy and may feed off of it.

"What a pesky little brat. Really, Rapunzel, if this is the kind of thing you're associating with these days, you should've never left my tower," she jeered, hovering closer to Hiccup, "What a sad waste of space."

The freckled teen tensed, quickly flipping over his sheet of paper and tapping his pencil on top of it rapidly in an effort to seem as if he was debating on what to draw. Forest green eyes darted nervously up to see the woman fly above him. He shivered involuntarily.

"Ugh, really? Scribbling this whole time and not a single thing accomplished, how useless," she moaned, flying around to see his reaction.

Hiccup couldn't stop the frown that creased his face, that word echoing over and over in his head – useless_, useless, __**useless**_. Gray eyes narrowed in satisfaction as she sneered and an inexplicable sadness overtook him. Hiccup shook his head, grabbed another sheet of paper, and began to frantically draw dragons in an effort to fight off the specter's influence. This was definitely a ghost the brunette was not ready to engage, at least not at school. The bell broke his concentration, chairs screeching and papers rustling as students packed up for the day. The freckled teen rushed to follow their example.

Rapunzel stood and the sparkle in her eyes had returned, "This was so much fun! I'll see you tomorrow at lunch, oh, and be careful Hiccup, there were some crazy drivers this morning."

"Uh, yeah, see you tomorrow, and thanks, I'll do my best not to become road kill," he paused, hefting his backpack onto his shoulders, "Uh, if anything, you know, weird or freaky happens, you can always text me?"

The freckled berated himself instantly for his inability to communicate intelligently or logically.

His friend quirked an eyebrow, slightly confused by his odd statement, but then offered a kind smile, "Sure, Hiccup. You can always text me too. I'm never too busy for a friend."

With that she waved goodbye and made to leave the classroom. The ghost still hovered about her shoulders, glaring at the brunette and any other person who dared to step within a three-foot radius of Rapunzel. Hiccup started to follow, worry for the blonde urging him forwards, but stopped at the doorway out of habit. He never traversed the halls without either Jack or Merida, the two still determined to guard him at all times in case Dagur found him. Although his run-ins with the maniac were few and far between, his two friends had helped him avoid torment on countless occasions. So instead of chasing after Rapunzel, the freckled teen stood his ground, trusting that she could take care of herself. While the ghost seemed unfriendly at best, she wasn't particularly violent.

"Hey Hic! What's eating you?" Jack chirped, slinging an arm around the boy.

The brunette jumped, "Oh, uh, nothing much, just, you know, the spirits of the undead returning to haunt my art class. No biggie."

"What?" the whitette chuckled, maneuvering through the emptying halls, "What's a ghost want with your art class? Has it come to posses your paintbrushes?"

"Not exactly…how do you feel about spending some quality time with your sister this afternoon?" he questioned hesitantly, glancing over to see the other's reaction.

Pale eyebrows rose in confusion, "Not that I was planning on avoiding her, but why?"

"You see, the ghost didn't seem very…friendly, and she's kinda attached herself to Rapunzel and since I can't just follow her around all day, I was hopping your mom or dad would be up to making sure she's okay?" he tried, almost hitting passerby students with his gesturing.

Jack froze for a moment, before pulling the freckled teen out the school doors and off to the side, "What does this ghost want with Punzie? Is she okay?"

"I don't think she's in any danger, per say, but until I can figure out what's the deal with this ghost, I'd rather not take any chances I don't have to," Hiccup muttered, scanning the crowds for his blonde friend.

"Do you know who this ghost is?" Mr. Frost questioned with a calm tone.

"I don't recognize her. I didn't really get a chance to talk with her, not that she deemed me worthy of conversation," the freckled teen grumbled, rubbing his right arm anxiously.

"What are you talking about?" Jack asked, not realizing the brunette was responding to his father.

Hiccup winced and offered an apologetic smile, "Sorry, talking to your dad about the ghost. Um, I know neither of you really knew Rapunzel before I got here, but maybe you'll recognize the person who's haunting her? I, uh, I tried to draw her when I had the chance, it's not great but…"

The freckled teen swung his backpack around, unzipped it, and dug through the mess of notebooks inside. He pulled out the sketch he made not long ago and turned it to face the two Frosts. They pondered the picture for a moment, brows furrowed in concentration, before they shrugged, mirroring one another.

"Sorry Hic, that's a nice picture, but I don't think I've ever seen her before," the whitette frowned, glancing at the emptying parking-lot, "Can we walk and talk? I don't wanna be late picking up the preteens."

"Uh, yeah, sure. Just, uh, just let me grab my bike," Hiccup hobbled off, retrieved his mode of transportation, and then rejoined his friend.

Mr. Frost hovered beside his son, a frown marring his usually playful expression, "I wouldn't mind checking it out. Hiccup, how much do you know about her?"

"What do you think this ghosty wants with Punzie?" Jack asked a beat after his father.

"I don't know what she wants with Rapunzel, but she did seem rather…possessive? Like, she didn't want me getting too close to Rapunzel–she pulled out my chair from underneath me when I tried. So, yeah she can–" he rambled, one hand towing his bike while the other waved in frustration.

"Whoa, hold up a sec. Are you okay? Did she do anything else to hurt you?" Jack demanded, emotions flashing too quickly through icy blues for Hiccup to decipher.

The brunette paused in surprise, "Oh, I-I'm fine. She didn't start attacking me with scissors or anything, she must've realized all this…raw Vikingness was too much to overcome with physical matter manipulation, heh heh."

That sad attempt at humor cracked a smile across pale lips, "Alright tough guy, don't strain your brain with all those big words."

"The only brain straining right now is yours, Frosty," Hiccup deadpanned.

"Oh, ouch. I've been hit. Someone help, the sass, it's too much. Tell my sister…I love her," he cried, spinning on his toes and dipping towards the ground.

Forest green eyes rolled as he continued passed his prone friend, "I thought you were in a hurry."

Mr. Frost chuckled at their antics.

Jack sat up, pouting, "That's just cold, Hic. I thought I was supposed to be the Ice King."

"I guess you've been usurped," the brunette shrugged, a grin trying to sneak across his face.

A weight fell onto the younger teen, two frigid arms curling about his neck, "Nooooo, Hiccy! How could you!"

The freckled teen stumbled forward a few steps before prying off his friend, "Easily, now get off you dork. The adults have something important to discuss."

Jack scoffed indignantly, "Oh come on, you're like, what, twelve? If anyone's the adult around here, it's me! So you, mister party pooper, have to listen to mwah."

"I think you are mistaken, sir. First of all, I'm fourteen, there's big difference, and as the new King of Ice, it is I who shall tell you what to do! Now seriously, I need to tell your dad about the ghost, so try to behave for like, five minutes," Hiccup snarked back before returning to business.

"That kind of blatant disrespect deserves a noogie!" the whitette declared, pouncing on his friend and attacking his soft locks.

"J-Jack, stop it. I-I'm s-serious!" the freckled teen shouted between his giggles, unsuccessful in his attempts to escape from the elder teen.

He only grinned wider, "Do you surrender the kingdom back to its rightful ruler?"

"F-Fine, just get off!" the brunette huffed and was released.

Jack threw his fist up in victory, "Hurrah! The rebellion has been quelled!"

Hiccup just rolled his eyes, turning his attention back to their ghostly companion, "So, about the ghost. She seems to have fairly good control over physical objects. She also incites negative energy, with a focus on depressive rather than aggressive from what I've observed, and I think she feeds off of it as well."

Mr. Frost grimaced, "I'll see what I can do."

"What are you talking about? What does that even mean?" the whitette questioned as they arrived at the middle school.

"Oh, uh, I mean, the ghost can interact with objects in our world and is good at…making people sad instead of angry? And then feeds off that emotion?" Hiccup endeavored to dumb it down a bit.

"Well isn't she just a ball of sunshine," the whitette scowled, taking a seat at the bench.

"So, would you mind sticking around Sunny so your dad can go check on Rapunzel? Again, I don't think the ghost is going to hurt her, but still…" he sighed, sitting next to his friend.

Jack glanced up with a smirk and ruffled auburn hair, "Sure thing squirt. It's no problemo."

"Thanks," the freckled teen swatted away the offending hand before offering an awkward smile, "Well, I better head home. Toothless'll scratch down the door if I'm late."

"Alright Freckles, see you tomorrow. And you better give me an update on whatever my dad finds out, alright?" he grinned, sending a small wave to the brunette.

Hiccup mounted his bike as he nodded, "Sure, see you tomorrow!"

With that, the brunette rode off, trying to ignore the weight of dread growing in his stomach. Hopefully this ghost would just need a little help passing over and then poof, she'd be out of their hair. Something told Hiccup it wouldn't be that easy. He shook his head, willing away the worry. For now, all he could do was wait for Mr. Frost to investigate the situation. The brunette focused on speeding home, feeding his best friend, and getting as much homework done as possible. That sinking feeling in his gut told him his foreseeable free-time would diminish drastically once he heard from Mr. Frost.

* * *

><p>"I'm home~" Rapunzel sang, kicking the door closed behind her.<p>

She danced into the kitchen, finding her trusty reptilian friend on the counter. The chameleon was easy to spot despite his attempt at camouflage. The blonde scooped him up and set him on her shoulder before continuing up the steps to her room.

"So Pascal, looks like it's just you and me for the week, think we can handle it?" she asked with a grin, knowing she would miss her parents during their business trip, but simultaneously excited at the new responsibility and freedom.

The reptile frowned, nuzzling into her neck. Rapunzel set down her bag beside her bed before collapsing atop her comforter. She cupped her small friend in her hands and brought him to the pillow. Pascal immediately turned a light crème color.

The blonde frowned, "What's wrong?"

A three-toed foot pointed over her shoulder. Rapunzel glanced back, finding nothing out of the ordinary.

"Oh, come on Pascal, you can't scare me that easily," she grinned, gently stroking the nervous reptile, "Now I've got to get my work done quickly. Eugene gets out early today and he promised to take me to the arts and crafts store today!"

The lights flickered, startling the teen. She paused for a few moments, but when the electricity remained strong she gave a sigh of relief.

"I'd really rather not have to rewire the house again, last time it took forever," Rapunzel giggled and began digging through her backpack, "Alright Pascal it's time for work! We can do it!"

The chameleon scrambled up her braid and settled atop her head as usual. What the blonde failed to notice was how her friend glared around the room, agitated by a force she could not see, hear, or touch. A force that cackled at the small reptiles pathetic attempt to guard the unsuspecting teen. It was all a matter of time…soon she would have her flower once more and NO ONE would ever steal her away again.

**Thanks for reading!  
><strong>**Yay! A new ghost is here, I bet you all know who she is =) Alright, for those who are curious or a little confused by my rather vague passage at the beginning of what ended up happening with Caleb and Claude, here's the basic gist: Hiccup and Jack got a gift for Claude via Caleb's suggestion (after Hiccup's stump got to rest for a bit) and headed over to his house. Since Jack used to babysit for them a lot, Mrs. and Mr. Gerulf allowed him and Hiccup to come inside (if Jack hadn't been there, they wouldn't let a random teenage stranger talk with their child) from there they coaxed Claude into talking with them, which Jack helped a lot with again, eventually Hiccup managed to convince Claude that he could communicate with Caleb (for he knew things only caleb and claude did, plus Jack vouched for him) and they had a really meaningful conversation and together, they helped both Caleb and Claude move on. Afterwards, Jack walked Hiccup home and then went back to the orphanage to tell Sunny the good news =D  
><strong>**and Guest, that didn't sound weird at all! I often find myself smiling when I read stories I enjoy (or everyone's reviews/comments, I can't stop smiling xD) so I'm really happy you enjoyed it so much.  
><strong>**Also wow, the story broke 100 Reviews! Omygosh wow, okay if there's anything you guys want me to do, besides updating the cover with the newest ghost, like drabble requests or a q&a for the characters or just sit here with a ridiculously goofy smile on my face, just lemme know. Thank you all for your support! and for those who don't review thank you too for reading my story =)**


	22. Chapter 22

**Hi! I'm back with chapter 22! Sorry it's a little late -_- There's a couple pov shifts to look out for, I own nothing but the plot, and I hope you enjoy reading!**

"Well, see ya trouble makers in a minute," Merida punched both teens lightly on the shoulders, earning a wince from the brunette and a grin from the older teen, before poking the whitette's forehead, "Ye best save meh a spot a' our table. An' ye bettahr watch ou' fer Hiccup. Ah saw tha' wacko prowlin' around this mornin'."

Jack nodded hurriedly, a tinge of worry mixing with his eagerness for the ginger to leave, "Alright Mer, I'll make sure old Dagur doesn't harm even a hair on his pretty little head."

With that, he swung his arm around the little brunette, dragging the spacy teen to his side. Hiccup, jostled from his thoughts, shot his friend an unamused glare that was far too cute to be intimidating.

"Ye best keep yer promise, or you'll be black an' blue aftahr I finish with Dagur," she half-threatened, before running off to the restroom.

Jack waited until her back was turned, then spun the freckled teen around and rushed down the hall. The brunette released a sigh, allowing the pale arm to stay only because it would return in a matter of seconds if he shook it off.

"So, what's going on? What did my dad tell you?" the question spilled from his lips, the one that had been nagging him since the previous afternoon.

Forest green orbs glanced around nervously as Hiccup reached into his pocket and unfolded a piece of paper, "Well, he said she wasn't exactly…cooperative. The ghost's name is Gothel and she sounds kinda nuts. Apparently, she doesn't want to hurt Rapunzel. Gothel wants something from her, but she wouldn't say what. Anyone who gets too close is seen as a threat and her level of violence is undetermined. So, I'll need your help at lunch to make sure people keep their distance, otherwise…well, yeah."

The teen paused, shoving the paper back into his pocket then proceeded to ring his hands.

"That isn't comforting," the whitette huffed, turning to the right and sending a pointless glare towards the duo who ran into Hiccup, jarring the brunette as they guffawed and continued on their merry way, "Jerks."

The younger teen regained his footing and ignored the occurrence completely, "I know, but I don't really know what to do. I mean, I need to talk to her, but she's constantly clinging to Rapunzel and I can't just start talking to thin air around her. Plus, Gothel doesn't even know I can see her! Ugh, this is so messed up."

"Hey, chill Hic, we'll think of something," Jack promised, slowing as they approached the lunchroom, hoping for more time to talk with his friend before the topic was once again offlimits, "Hey, hey, I think I've got an idea!"

A startled laugh threatened to escape the whitette at the speed at which the brunette's head shot up, "How about we rope Punzie and the others into playing soccer or something during free period?"

His face fell instantaneously, "Seriously Jack? And here I thought you would actually attempt to help with the situation at hand. I should've known better."

"Oh I am hurt, sir, I am very much hurt. How can you fail to see the genius of my master plan?" he demanded dramatically, trying to hold back his chuckle.

Dark eyebrows furrowed in confusion, "Doesn't even seem relevant to me, much less masterful."

"That is where your are mistaken, my young friend," Jack grinned, ruffling the other's hair, "You see, as I skillfully distract our friends with my expert knowledge of all that is fun, you will talk to the ghostie. You'll get privacy and, if she starts getting violent, I'll be right there."

The brunette halted and stared at the older teen in wonder, "Wow, that could actually work. Are-are you feeling okay? Did you eat something weird this morning?"

"Step aside little man, there's a new genius in town," the whitette smirked, dragging the younger teen towards their table where Rapunzel and Guy waited.

The blonde perked up at the sight of her two friends and waved enthusiastically. Hiccup stumbled and slowed his pace, a frown replacing the teasing smile he wore not a moment ago. Jack followed his gaze to just above the Punzie's head.

"Hi Hiccup! Hi Jack! How was your day?" the perky teen questioned, glancing beyond them for a moment, "Oh, and where's Merida?"

"Hey," the whitette greeted them both, though Guy was too absorbed in one of his invention-doohickey to notice, "She's in the bathroom, should be here soon."

She nodded as they took their seats across from her and next the shaggy brunette, "So, how was…"

"World history? Well, I didn't fall asleep during lecture, so that's a good sign," he grinned, keeping an eye on his freckled friend out of the corner of his eye.

The little teen was definitely nervous. He sat with a hunch, curling in on himself, and his hands would not keep still.

"That's great Jack," she giggled, but sent a sly smile towards the younger brunette, "But I bet that was mostly thanks to Hiccup. He's the one keeping you and Merida out of trouble I've heard."

"Wha'?" the ginger questioned, only catching her name as she approached the group.

She was about to sit next to Rapunzel when Hiccup practically shouted, "Oh, Merida, hey, come s-see what Guy's working on! It's pretty neat."

The fierce red-head raised a brow, but complied, taking seat next to the tanned teen, "Watcha' got thahr?"

Hiccup released a sigh of relief.

"Oh! This is a tranquilizer dart that elongates during flight! See, if I adjust the mechanism here, it'll – brzzz wa wa wa zzzt!" he exclaimed, using sounds and arm gestures to explain what he was attempting to accomplish, as he often did when in the midst of his work.

The whitette watched Guy tinker, exhibiting a bit of the admiration he held for the eccentric prodigy, only to be caught off guard by the blonde's next question, "Jack, where's your lunch?"

Oops, he could feel the heat gathering uncomfortably in his cheeks, "I, heh, may have forgotten to mine at home. Eh, c'est le vie, right?"

That was the truth. Jack woke up a little later than he intended to and rushed to make sure the other kids were taken care of. He must've packed two lunches into someone's backpack, because by the time it was his turn to leave, none were left for the whitette to take. He didn't have enough time to rifle through all the packs, so he cut his losses and left for school.

"Here, you like pb and j?" Hiccup asked nonchalantly, pressing a sandwich and plum into his hands, "My dad was hovering when I made my lunch. He, uh, always makes me pack twice the amount I can actually stomach, so, here."

Jack just stared at the food for a moment, dumbfounded at the offer. A warm smile spread across his lips at the unexpected and unsought for kindness that was all the more touching for it. The whitette waited until the little teen pulled out another sandwich for himself before accepting the offer.

"Thanks, Hic!" he chirped happily, stomach growling now that it realized sustenance was an option.

A crooked grin answered him, "Y-you're welcome."

"Oi, where are we headin' aftahr math?" Merida questioned as she took a bite of apple, "Ye two may be mu'ants, but some o' us are still affec'ed by the freezin' wind. I donnae wan tah spend more than an hour or so in them woods."

It was time to enact his brilliant plan, "I was thinking we could play soccer or something on the field. It'll keep you pansies from 'freezin'' and it'll be fun. You up for that, Princess?"

A hand slammed on the table as blue eyes flashed at the challenge, "Yer on Frosty!"

"You should come too, Punzie! It'll be more fun with more people," he encouraged, hoping she'd agree.

A light smile adorned her features, "Sure! That sounds fun!"

Jack silently cheered as the redhead punched Guy lightly on the shoulder to gain his attention, "Ye shoul' join us."

He jumped, almost dropping the dart, sending a questioning glance towards the other brunette before turning back to Merida, "Uh, sure?"

"Alright, it's settled then. Let's all meet on the back field after the bell. Mer, the PE teachers like you the best, so you go get the equipment," the whitette decided and began eating.

* * *

><p>Hiccup shifted anxiously from foot to prosthetic to foot as he and Jack waited for the others to arrive. Merida left them a minute or two ago to grab some equipment and her large coat. The whitette only wore his blue hoodie, seemingly unaffected by the weather. Winter in Burgess was chilly, but the temperatures felt closer to autumn back in Berk, so Hiccup didn't need to bundle up. An elbow nudged his side, prompting him to glance up at his friend.<p>

"Hey, take a chill pill, Hic. Remember, if the Goth-ghost starts poltergeisting, we'll be right here," he smirked, shiny teeth almost blinding in the sunlight.

Mrs. Frost frowned, caramel eyes flashing with fire, "No, I'll be here to help. If she starts getting violent, I'll scare her off."

"Uh, okay. Thanks," the brunette shrugged slightly, glancing around for any signs of the others.

The duo's presence gave him some comfort, but he wasn't sure what all could be done if Gothel decided to lash out. Jack couldn't fight off a ghost and would only unnecessarily put himself in harm's way if he tried. Not that he was doubting his friend's mother, but even if she engaged the other ghost in a round of fisticuffs, Gothel would still be able to manipulate physical matter if she could hold her concentration. Hopefully, he could reason with the ghost without it turning violent.

"Hey!" Guy called, waving as he and Rapunzel jogged toward the duo as Mrs. Frost backed away to the bleachers, choosing to observe from afar.

Gothel floated around the blonde's shoulders, glaring at each teen individually. She paused for a moment, when she noticed Hiccup meeting her gaze. The brunette swallowed thickly, but maintained eye-contact, alerting the ghost to his awareness. Gray eyes trailed up and down, causing the young teen to shiver as she sized him up. Her expression revealed she was both intrigued and unimpressed by the scrawny boy. The ghost left her perch to glide closer, blocking his view of the two seniors.

"–cup. Hiccup?" the light voice broke through his concentration.

"Uh, y-yeah?" he asked quickly, staring at his shoes since he was unable to look at Rapunzel directly with Gothel in the way.

He could hear the smile in her voice, "I was wondering which team you wanted to be on? Merida's or Jack's?"

Forest green met icy blue momentarily, this was it, "O-oh, I was just gonna sit out, you know, I'm not really built for…sports. A-and that way, we'll h-have even teams."

"Yeah, and Hic's the only one capable of being an objective ref," Jack added, ruffling his hair.

Hiccup batted the hand away with a pout, which was supposed to be more threatening than it probably looked. Though, the action made their friends laugh, so the freckled teen refrained from jabbing the whitette in the side with his 'fish boney' elbow.

"Hmm, then how will we break up the teams?" Guy questioned and Gothel floated a little closer.

"That's up to you and Punzie. Me and Mer have already declared war on one another, so pick your champion!" Jack declared dramatically, wrapping an arm around Hiccup who had tensed at the ghost's movement.

"Guy, ye bettahr stick with Frosty! He's a bi' lackin' in brain powahr," Merida shouted across the field, chucking the black and white ball.

The sphere struck the back of Jack's skull, knocking the whitette forwards along with his freckled friend. Hiccup yelped as he was thrown forwards, catching himself just before he phased through Gothel.

"S-s-sorry," he stuttered, backing away and hoping she wasn't upset at the near collision.

"What are you apologizing for? It's this devil's fault for throwing the ball!" Jack yelled over the laughter of the three unharmed teens.

Merida smirked and sniggered as she approached, "Oh poor lamb, ye canno' take a wee bashin'?"

"I'll just, uh," Hiccup backed up, pointing towards the metal stands, "wait over there, out of crossfire range."

He scurried off towards Mrs. Frost, ignoring the inquisitive stares of his friends. He sat down, trying to appear relaxed as Gothel approached.

"So, the little twerp can see me?" she sneered, merely raising an eyebrow as the other ghost stepped between them.

"His name is Hiccup," Mrs. Frost snapped, her voice unusually sharp, "And he's under my care, so you best watch your step."

A sick sort of laughter, almost a cackle but more refined, escaped from glossy lips, "Oh, is he now? Well that's just…pathetic."

"As much as I enjoy being insulted, I was actually thinking we could talk more about you," he deadpanned, drawing the pair's attention.

Gothel scowled with a huff, "And what, pray tell, would that entail?"

The freckled teen shrugged with feigned indifference, "Oh, just simple things, like what your unfinished business is and what you want with Rapunzel."

"That's none of your business, you little brat," she hissed, long fingers clenching into fists.

"That's where you're wrong," he frowned, voice hushed but strong, "Rapunzel is my friend, so whatever reason you have for trying to isolate her is very much my business."

A storm raged within gray eyes, "Rapunzel is _mine_. She has no use for such pitiful things as friends. I am taking my flower back to our tower where you pests won't be able to bother us anymore!"

"What are you talking about?" Hiccup demanded as he slid away from the seething woman, "Rapunzel is a person, not an object. She doesn't belong to anyone. You can't just take her away. Why would you even want to?"

Now Gothel truly cackled, her smile twisted and dark, "You're mistaken, little boy. We're going back to the way things were, just the two of us, far far away and I'll just laugh and laugh while you and all the others turn to dust."

It was official. This ghost was insane.

Mrs. Frost kept herself steadfastly between the two, glaring down the crazed woman but allowing their conversation to continue.

"You do realize you can't take Rapunzel anywhere, right? You can't touch her. She can't see you, hear you, or feel you. How do you expect to accomplish all this?" he challenged, finding no plausible way for her plan to pan out.

"All I have to do is wait for her to make the first move," her mouth curved into a small frown, "For now, I'll settle for getting rid of you."

Hiccup didn't have time to blink as the first two rows of bleachers tilted backwards, sending the brunette crashing to the grassy earth behind them. His head spun for a moment, but his vision cleared in time to see Mrs. Frost tackling the other ghost from between the slits in the stands. The metal rows fell into their original positions as Gothel's concentration was lost. Hiccup scrambled to his feet with a groan. He could barely see through to the field, where his friends continued their game, too caught up to notice the small commotion. The brunette looked to either side and sighed. He would have to walk to the end of the bleachers, which spanned the length of the football field, in order to reach the others, because he wouldn't be able to climb through. He wasn't that skilled with his prosthetic. Forest green eyes tried to track the scuffle of the two ghosts, watching as Gothel eventually retreated to Rapunzel's side.

"Hiccup, are you okay?" Mrs. Frost questioned, caramel eyes trained on the specter floating far too close to her son for her liking.

"Yeah, I'm fine, I'll be up there soon," he muttered, trying to catch a glimpse of his friends, "Go on ahead, it might take me awhile to get out of here."

She poked her head through the metal seats, giving him a quick onceover to assure he was fine before nodding and floating off. Okay, so that wasn't exactly what Hiccup would label as a success. It was more of a failed-attempt-but-not-as-horrid-as-it-could-have-been, which had to count for something. He kicked a rusting can, dropped and forgotten during one of the many school games. The can wacked into one of the support beams and ricocheted straight into his good shin. The brunette halted at the sting, feeling his skin bruise.

"Oh, Thor's hammer!" he whisper-shouted, grunting and gesturing wildly in frustration.

After a minute, the freckled teen calmed, running his fingers through auburn locks. He needed to take a moment and think. Gothel wanted Rapunzel to herself and wanted to dispose of everyone in her way, that much was clear. The why, however, remained a mystery. She mentioned a flower, tower, dust. How did those all fit together? How exactly did Gothel intend on turning him to dust, if she was so far away? It didn't make any sense, leading to the conclusion that the ghost was just nuts. Though, she did imply that she had contact with Rapunzel in the past. Perhaps if he showed her a picture of Gothel, it would lead to some answers. Maybe–

A harsh tug on his wrist and suddenly Hiccup found himself back on the ground. Black spots dotted his vision from the double head trauma. A shadowed face came into view, long and ovular and…familiar. It couldn't be–he must've hit his head harder than he thought, because there was no way _he_ could be here.

"Hello, brother."

* * *

><p>Merida raced down the field while Rapunzel defended their goal. The score was 5 to 7, the girls in the lead that was about to increase. She weaved around Jack, dodging his rapid moves to block her. Labored breath, flushed cheeks, and the sweet ambrosia of adrenaline carried her towards the boys' goal. Just as she was winding back, preparing to shoot past Guy and towards victory, a shout rang out across the filed. Everyone stumbled to a stop, glancing at each other worriedly before searching for the origin of the sound. Suddenly Jack hurtled across the field, towards the bleachers, one pained whispered word echoing in his wake.<p>

"Hiccup!"

* * *

><p>A meaty hand wrapped around his mouth, silencing his call for help. Dagur lifted him up and slammed the small teen into a support beam, eliciting a muffled cry of pain.<p>

"Now, now, Hiccup. We wouldn't want our fun to end before we got a chance to start," he tsked, pulling his prey forwards and slamming it back into the pole when it tried to squirm and kick.

The brunette grunted, clawing at the arm holding him aloft. Shallow scratches laced across the redhead's arm, provoking what could almost pass for a giggle from the large teen.

"Oh, brother, it's not time for that yet! I've done my research," a grin spread across his face, distorted and somehow vicious, "Besides, you'll have to dig much deeper than that. It tickles!"

Hiccup did his best to ignore the growing horror twisting his gut and focus on covering it up with frustration and annoyance. He did not have the time or patience to deal with this lunatic today and–oh crap, what was he doing now?

Dagur grabbed a freckled wrist in his free hand, turning and examining it with far too much interest, "Your hands are too dainty to do much damage anyway. Too frail…"

The redhead continued to inspect the pale, freckled skin, drawing closer. Hiccup struck, ramming his booted prosthetic into the other's nether regions. Dagur shouted in surprise and pain, his hold loosening enough for the brunette to crouch and dash under his reach. Hiccup scurried away on trembling legs as the maniac recovered.

"Hiccup!" three voices mixed in with the call as the freckled teen barreled around the corner of the bleachers and straight into Jack.

The whitette fumbled backwards, his friend's momentum knocking them both to the ground. Icy blue eyes widened, the earth spun, and Hiccup found himself squished between the dirt and a lanky body. White locks fell into his eyes as Jack curled about him.

"Back off!" he growled, shielding the younger teen from view.

Hiccup let his head fall back to see scuffed shoes, the upside down forms of Merida, Guy, Rapunzel, and Mrs. Frost. The ginger stepped out of sight, confronting Dagur.

"Leave us alone, ye brute!" she shouted.

The deranged teen's voice was low and irked before shifting to his more sing-songy lilt, "Your little posse is starting to annoy me, Hiccup. If you don't call them off soon, heads will roll~"

The freckled teen gasped and tried pushing against Jack who whispered, "Hic, don't be stupid. We can handle this."

Footsteps crunched against the dry earth, "No, Jack, you don't understand. He's nuts! He–"

The sound Rapunzel and Merida yelps were followed by a large thump that shook the ground slightly.

"Yes!" Guy cheered as the whitette glanced over his shoulder.

"What?" Hiccup questioned, before Jack climbed off and pulled the younger teen to his feet.

Dagur lay face down in the dirt, motionless. Merida nudged him with her shoe, disgusted yet curious, as Rapunzel hovered over the fallen teen. Guy danced around in place.

"I'm not entirely sure," the whitette spoke slowly, trying to make sense of what had transpired.

Rapunzel glanced up, tiptoeing closer to them, "Guy shot him."

"What?!" both boys shouted, turning to the shaggy brunette who immediately halted his jig.

Guy knelt beside the unconscious body and pulled out a plastic tube bag connected to a metal tip, "Yeah, it actually worked! He never saw it coming."

Hiccup stared at the tranquilizer dart for a moment, then shook his head, "Wow, um thanks! But, uh, is that even legal?"

The senior inventor froze, eyes blown wide as he stuffed the evidence into his backpack, "We should probably leave. Now. Before anyone sees us."

Laughs of astonishment mixed with relief filled the air as the group of friends ran from the scene. They paused to catch their breath at the side of the schol. As soon as air filled their lungs, the barrage of questions began.

"Hiccup, are you okay? Did he hurt you?"

"Where did he even come from?"

"Are ye alrigh' lad?"

"Hic, what happened?"

Fingers softly traced the bruises forming on his cheeks, brushed against his hands and wrist, pet his hair-it was too much.

"Guys, guys, I-I'm fine," he shivered, pushing away their hands and stepping back, "Th-thanks for coming to-to get me."

Gothel glowered at him in disgust as his friends continued to dote. He skirted around their questions, mentioning the time and a need to return home to feed Toothless. Eventually they let the topic go and started for the front of the school. A pale arm held the freckled teen close to the whitette, while Merida stormed in front, eyes peeled for any sign of teachers. An unexpectedly warm hand wrapped around his own, earning more scorn from Gothel but a kind smile from his friend. Guy brought up the rear, fawning over his newest creation. Hiccup couldn't help glancing back towards Mrs. Frost, who floated backwards. Forest green eyes narrowed in confusion until they discovered the shadows slithering away from her glare. He shivered, huddling closer into Jack's embrace. At the front of the school, they separated. Guy and Rapunzel drove to school, Merida's mother picked her up, so the three waved goodbye to Jack and Hiccup after the freckled teen retrieved his bike. The two walked in silence for a block.

"So, Hiccup, what really happened?" the whitette questioned, tightening his grip on the younger teen.

"A lot? I was trying to talk to Gothel, but she was…difficult. She is officially off her rocker and I couldn't figure out what she wants with Rapunzel! I just-I think I need to ask Rapunzel about her, because the ghost is giving me nothing to work with. So, yeah, she moved the bleachers so I fell behind them, but Dagur was there and, yeah, you know the rest," he sighed in frustration.

He could almost hear his father's words: _Hiccup, you cannot keep runnin' from yer battles. Ye can't count on me or Gobber either. One day ye'll have tah stand up to them and we might not be around tah help yah._

Jack pulled him back to reality, "What was Dagur even doing there? Doesn't he usually hang out with that group of thugs in the old men's restroom?"

"Don't know. Maybe he was attracted by Gothel's crazy. Insanity seeks insanity, right?" he shrugged nonchalantly, trying to hide how much that question disturbed him.

Did the deranged teen change his hang out spot? He was bellow the bleachers, maybe was waiting for his gang? Or Dagur could've followed them. An icy dread settled in the small teen's stomach. Maybe the maniac saw them in the halls and waited until Hiccup was by himself. Yep, that was definitely something Dagur would do.

The whitette chuckled, "Maybe. I'm just glad we got to you before he could do any real damage. I can't let you out of sight for two minutes, can I?"

"Yep," Hiccup grinned, bumping his head into his friend's shoulder, "Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third. Scrawny, annoying, and requires constant surveillance. This purchase is non-refundable, but comes with the added bonus of having the worst and best luck. Usually in that order, thank the gods."

Jack laughed outright, "Oh, great, and how much did I pay for this bundle of sass?"

"This much raw Vikingness cannot be owned by a mere mortal. That disclaimer is for Toothless," he snarked, knocking against the whitette's side.

"So you're owned by a cat now?" the elder teen challenged, "And since when isn't he mortal?"

The brunette shook his head sadly, "Oh, Jack, Toothless isn't merely 'a cat', he is an immortal dragon taking on that form so as not to give poor humans heart attacks at the sight of his fearsome might. And, for your information, cats own people, not the other way around."

"You are such a dork," the whitette snickered, folding in half as he shook with laughter, "I can't–you're such a dork."

Hiccup shoved away from the crumpled teen and mounted his bike, "Well, this dork needs to get home before the mighty dragon loses its patience and rampages in search of sustenance."

"W-w-wait," he chuckled, straightening up as he fought back his amusement, "You-you need to revise your disclaimer."

One eyebrow raised in question, "How so?"

"It should be: fun-sized, snarky, and adorable, this little dork is a magnet for trouble and incredibly lacking in self-esteem. The purchase of his friendship can only be made with kindness and wit, of which you will be paid back tenfold. Thank you for shopping in Burgess," Jack's smirk softened and he saluted to the younger teen, spinning on his heels to continue towards the middle school.

Hiccup sat on his bike, helmet lopsided, as he stared after the whitette, at a loss of what to say. Warmth filled his veins and painted freckled cheeks. After a moment of paralysis, the brunette fumbled about, arms flailing as he tried to secure his helmet and pedal towards home. The large, crooked grin, never fell from his face.
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	23. Chapter 23
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Hiccup sighed, poking at his food disinterestedly. Two days. Two days and not a single chance to approach Rapunzel without Merida or Guy around. The brunette groaned, giving up on his lunch and leaning back in his chair.

"Wha's eatin' ye, Hiccup?" Merida questioned, distracting the freckled teen from his internal frustrations.

"Oh, uh, it's just–" he scrambled for a plausible excuse for his behavior.

Jack cut in, nudging him with a pointy elbow, "I bet it's that test you got in your smarty pants math class, eh? Betcha regret taking a class with all seniors now."

Hiccup flashed him a fast, grateful smile before masking it with a teasing grin, "Some of us actually care about our academic futures, Frosty. It can't all be snowballs and funtimes."

"No, no, snowballs and funtimes is a very valued career this day and age. Unfortunately, party poopers like yourself can never hope to succeed in such a field," the whitette smirked, biting into his apple.

"Nah, I'm with Hiccup, Frost. Ye canno' achieve nothin' with snowballs. Now, archery, tha's a respe'able profession," Merida cut in, snatching a cookie from Jack's lunch bag.

Icy blue eyes widened in alarm, "Hey, that's mine!"

The brunette ducked as the eldest teen launched himself across the table at the ginger, to retrieve his stolen food. A wrestling match ensued as Hiccup laughed, unable to resist the humor of his friends' antics.

* * *

><p>Hiccup hesitated just before the doorway. How should he approach Rapunzel? Should he be direct, show her the picture and ask about Gothel? Should he attempt to be discreet, set the drawing off to the side and wait for her reaction? What if the ghost really was crazy and never knew Rapunzel in her lifetime? What could he do then? The brunette shook his head, urging himself to just go for it. Nothing could be helped if he just stood there all day. With that in mind, the freckled teen stomped into the room, determined to find some way to help his friend.<p>

What Hiccup did not expect was to see an empty seat next to his own. No tired smiles, no straining laughter, no forced joy that had become the norm over the past two days met him, just empty space. A knot twisted in his stomach and the brunette felt a sudden urge to race out of the room to search for Rapunzel. He quickly disregarded that idea and took his seat. There had to be a perfectly normal reason for her absence. Perhaps the blonde was using the restroom, or running late? There was no need for him to freak out. So, the freckled teen got to work, losing himself in lines and curves of graphite. A picture slowly took form, as scattered as his thoughts. A dragon, a figure, a tower, a flower…A loud chime broke his concentration, causing his pencil to clatter to the table. Students chattered amongst themselves as they packed up, wishing one another a good weekend. Forest green eyes scanned the room, still finding no trace of his friend or the ghost who haunted her. The brunette hurriedly packed away his supplies, the knot in his stomach tightening painfully. He rushed out the door and right into Jack.

The whitette steadied them both before they could fall and chuckled, "Is this a new game now? See how many times you can knock me down?"

"Jack!" Hiccup shouted, completely ignoring the other's remark, "Rapunzel wasn't in class today!"

Pale brows furrowed, confused by how much concern showed in the younger teen's voice, "Okay?"

"No, not okay! What if-what if Gothel hurt her, or-or-" he spoke frantically, gesturing wildly.

Jack grabbed the flailing arms before they could hurt any innocent passerbys, "Hic, chill. She's probably just sick or something. Plus, you said she's the one person Gothel wasn't willing to hurt, remember?"

The brunette inhaled deeply and exhaled, but that did nothing to ease the growing dread in his gut, "I know, but she's never missed a class before. Maybe…I-I'll stop by at her house, just in case…"

"Did you try calling her? I thought you both had cell phones," the whitette questioned, slowly leading the younger teen to the front of the school.

Hiccup refrained from smacking himself in favor of digging into his pocket and pulling out his phone. He found her contact and called immediately, ignoring his friend's eye roll and amused smirk. Two rings sounded before the noise fizzled out and was replaced by a dial tone.

The brunette growled, shoving the small device back into his pocket, "Duh-duh-duh it's dead. Yep, that's definitely reassuring. I'm just-I'm gonna go bike to her house now."

"Hold your dragons," Jack grabbed his wrist and pulled the younger teen into a small nook, "Big, mean, and ugly's still out front."

Forest green eyes spotted the hulking teen standing by the bike-rack, "Oh, perfect, this just keeps getting better and better."

"Glad you're taking this so well, now tell me what the plan is," the whitette grinned, eyes focused on the most immediate threat.

Hiccup glared at the obstacle between himself and his bike. At that point, he considered simply walking and returning later for his chief mode of transportation.

"Well, considering the fact that our phone connection was lost partway through the call, I'm pretty much convinced Gothel's up to something. So I'll have to head over and, you know, wing it," he muttered, watching as Dagur seemed to grow bored and head towards the parking lot, "Yes! Alright, I'll, uh, see you later."

Jack's grip remained firm, preventing his progress, "Hey, hey, slow down there, Freckles. If you're so sure Gothel's got something to do with this, won't it be dangerous? Do you want me to come?"

The freckled teen paused, remembering the ghost's threats, "No, I'll be fine. You have to go pick up the kids anyway, right? D-Don't worry about it."

"Hiccup, that's not a wise idea. The children will be safe waiting at their schools. Tell Jack to come with you so I can help," Mrs. Frost spoke sternly, arms crossed and eyes narrowed.

Jack glanced to his young friend, then to the clock that hung at the front of the school, "Are you sure? The kids'll be okay if I'm a little late."

"Nah, it's fine. I'm fine. It'll all be fine. I'll, uh, I'll go get Toothless before I head over, alright? Toothless is pretty skilled when it comes to dealing with ghosts," he grinned, hopping neither would see through his lie.

The whitette and his mother frowned, but nodded, "If you're sure…you know where the orphanage is, right? Stop by after you check on Punzie, promise?"

"Sure, yeah, definitely, but I, uh, I better get going, you know, just in case, uh, see ya!" the brunette backed up slowly, before turning and trotting away.

Hiccup didn't look back to see the other teen's small wave, or the troubled frown that he couldn't shake. Jack turned and left, glancing back at the tiny teen, swerving away down the sidewalk.

* * *

><p>Rapunzel's morning wasn't what she would call ideal. It was quite unpleasant actually. The blonde hadn't slept well the past few nights, what with Pascal's skittishness and the strange occurrences. She was almost positive that something was wrong with their breaker box and she was forced to chalk up the odd noises to the house settling. Regardless, Rapunzel hadn't gotten much sleep, if any, and found the sun unusually high by the time she woke up on Friday. Her alarm must have broke, how she didn't know, but the blonde spent little time pondering that as she darted around her room to pack up her backpack. Pascal refused to come out of her braid, so she let him be, not wanting to miss anymore class time arguing with the little chameleon. She zipped down the steps, into the kitchen, snatched an apple, and dashed to the door. That's about when her morning went from odd to, well, more along the lines of disturbing. Just as Rapunzel started to turn the doorknob, backpack slung over one shoulder, braid disheveled, and breakfast in hand, she heard a small click. The handle locked in place.<p>

After wiggling the knob a few times, she stepped back, dropped her backpack to the floor, set her apple on the side table, and kneeled down to inspect the door. Nothing seemed amiss, besides that the handle had locked into place without any help from the blonde. Rapunzel got to her feet, unlocked the door, and twisted the handle. The door curved slightly in on itself, but didn't budge open. Now the deadbolt, which was unlocked a moment ago, she had checked, was locked. The blonde bit her lip, unlocked the deadbolt, and reached for the handle. A small click filled the air and, magically, the handle was locked once more. Rapunzel gasped, took a step back, and glanced around the room, searching for anything that could explain the strange phenomenon. No such thing could be found. The blonde turned back to the door with a huff, quickly reaching out and grabbing both locks, twisting them open while turning the handle, and shoved her whole weight against the door.

She stumbled back, tripped over her braid, and fell to the floor, "What the…"

Pascal climbed onto her shoulder, squeaking in distress. A hand automatically reached up to soothe him as she approached the door and peered out the window. Something blocked the door from the outside, but she couldn't see it from her angle. The blonde retreated from the door and kicked her backpack off to the side. Was someone pranking her? But who? And shouldn't she have heard them moving something in front of the door? They would also have to have one of her keys – no only Eugene had a set, in case of emergency, and he should be in class. Plus, he wouldn't prank her, not like this, he knew how much she hated feeling trapped.

Goosebumps raced up her arms as the feeling of claustrophobia set in. Rapunzel ran to the kitchen windows, sweaty hands reaching up to throw them open. A drawer opened behind her and something flew past her, wedging itself into the glass. She yelped and leapt back, eyes widening in horror. Spider-webs of cracked glass splintered from the steak knife wedged into the window. She spun around, spring green orbs hunting wildly for the intruder who must have thrown it. The room remained eerily silent and empty.

"Pascal," she called to her friend for comfort, earning some chirps and a light head-butt in return.

Rapunzel reached into her braid, untying the end of her frying pan with one practiced hand, and took it out, "Who's there? Show yourself!"

No answer. The blonde slowly edged around the kitchen table, eyes constantly on the lookout for any sort of danger. She pointed her frying pan left and right, but there was no one to be found. She walked backwards towards the other kitchen window, smaller than the first, but still large enough for her to squeeze through. All thoughts of classes and school were forgotten, replaced by a more primal need of fight or flight. When the blonde bumped into the counter, she kept her gaze forwards, hopped up, and used her free hand to unlock the window. Rapunzel gripped the edge of the window, ready to yank it open, when the impossible happened. A knife rose from the drawer, pointed at her, and flew. Rapunzel, screamed, leaping from the counter and rolling across the floor. Pascal squeaked frantically, clinging to the hair growing beside her ear. Golden blonde locks painted the floor, her messy braid coming undone. Rapunzel bit her lip, glanced down at her tiny friend, and sprinted towards the open drawer, pan raised and ready.

* * *

><p>Hiccup sighed in relief as he finally turned down Rapunzel's street. Her house was much father from school than his own and in a different direction. Toothless, Jack, and the Frosts would probably scold him if they found out he came alone, but Rapunzel had been gone all day with Gothel and he felt he couldn't take the time to go retrieve Toothless before making sure she was ok. However, once he saw the state of her home, the freckled teen realized this was a very poor decision.<p>

A boulder that looked like it weighed five times more than himself blocked the front door. There was no way the brunette could hope to dislodge it, so he darted to the side of the house, still panting from his trip. The windows were laced with cracks, knives and forks embedded in the glass on the inside. The dread building in his stomach exploded into full on panic. Hiccup circled the house, finding a similar blockade against the back door as well as more utensils in glass. He pressed his ear against the wall, the sounds of muffled shouts and laughter escaping through the plaster. This was bad. This was really really bad. The freckled teen ran to the back of the house, searching the upper floor for any possible entrance. The windows above remained untouched, but only one had a tree growing next to it. Hiccup cursed and approached the tree, eyeing the low-hanging branches with both gratitude and distrust. He managed to pull himself up, using his right leg to find purchase in the rough bark and dragging his prosthetic up with him. The going was slow, but he eventually reached the height of the window. The brunette shimmied to the edge of the branch, for once thanking the gods for his small stature and light weight. He balanced on the thinning wood, grasped the windowsill, and pulled up. A groan of relief escaped his lips when it opened. Hiccup grabbed the inside sill and pulled himself in. He tumbled into the dim room and pushed up to his feet. Voices drifted up from the floor below, though were still undecipherable. He wasted no time observing the room, scurried passed the bed, and pulled open the already ajar door. Now he was nervous, realizing that beyond getting inside, he had absolutely no idea on how to proceed. The brunette crept down the hall until he reached the stairs, pausing to gain information before heading down. The voices became distinguishable from one another, one lighter and the other deeper, but both definitely female. The lighter voice was grunting and yelping, the only words being expletives. The other was undoubtedly Gothel.

"Oh, Rapunzel, I don't know why you have to be so difficult, darling," she jeered, "If you just listened to mummy, none of this would have to happen."

Yep, Hiccup groaned internally, steeling his nerves, this was going to be just peachy.

* * *

><p>Rapunzel lost track of the hours as they passed, too busy fighting this invisible force to care. Knives, forks, and some spoons, lined the walls and windows, blocking off every escape route. Golden hair littered the floor, her braid completely lost in the scuffle while her phone lay somewhere in the living room, short-circuited after someone tried to call her. The random utensils and appliances that hovered in the air about her ceased their attack, so she took the reprieve as a chance to regain her breath. Quiet regined fro but a few moments before a new noise punctuated the air, a soft thump followed by a louder clunk, then thump-clunk, thump-clunk. It came from the direction of the stairs, an area she hadn't been able to reach thanks to her invisible enemy. Slowly, the blonde edged her way in the direction of the new noise, fear, curiosity, and a tinge of hope leading her onwards. The floating objects followed her movements. Rapunzel halted a few feet from the steps, eyeing the knives already embedded in the railing in her periphery. The noise increased in volume and incase it proved to be a new threat, she turned and pointed her pan towards the steps. Three knives zipped up the steps, followed by a loud yelp and a tumbling figure. Hiccup rolled down the steps, missing the objects flying at him with harmful force.<p>

"Hiccup!" she shouted, smacking away the projectiles and kneeling beside him, grabbing the young boy and pulling him away from the steps.

Warm tears streaked down her face as she embraced him, momentarily forgetting the threat in her joy.

"R-Rapunzel? Oh, thank the gods you're okay," he laughed breathily, returning her embrace before turning in her arms to face the floating utensils.

The blonde glanced around warily, keeping one arm wrapped around her friend and raising the frying pan before them in defense, "Hiccup, how did you get in here? How did you kn– it's not safe!"

"I know, I know, just, uh, I'll explain in a moment," he offered a sheepish smile before glaring at the couch in the room to their left, where Rapunzel had been a few moments before, "Will you sh-shut up for one moment! You need me to talk with her, so shut up and q-quit it with the tantrum already. We obviously can't leave s-so you might as well-ell give it a-a rest!"

One of the knives flew at the little brunette and Rapunzel quickly deflected it with her trusty pan. Hiccup's chest rose and fell rapidly beneath her left arm, betraying his panic and fear.

"H-how stupid are you? If you want anyth-thing from Rapunzel you'll-you'll have to go through m-me! I-I told you before. She can't see you, she c-can't hear you, she doesn't even know you're here! So ge-get over yours-self and-and let me t-talk with her…without the floating knives th-thank you very m-much!"

A moment or two passed and suddenly the wall of utensils dropped, clattering against the floor. Rapunzel gaped and felt a sudden need to sit down. The floor was as good a place as any. She sunk to the floor, bringing her friend with her. The insanity of her predicament was beginning to catch up with her. Rapunzel pushed her panic to the side, forcing herself to roll with it. Nothing made sense, but she was still alive, Pascal was still alive, and now Hiccup was here. The freckled teen yelped when he was pulled to the ground, but made no move to squirm out of her embrace like he normally would after a prolonged hug, instead glancing warily at the fallen objects around them.

He turned to her after a moment, a nervous smile twitching across his face, "So, uh, Rapunzel, hi. I guess you're, um, probably w-wondering what exactly is going on, but, um, first are-are you hurt at all? I mean, I know she said she wouldn't hurt you b-but still…"

"I-" she wasn't quite sure what to say, but she couldn't leave those large green eyes unanswered, "I'm okay, I think? Hiccup, do you know what's going on? How? What? I-I don't-"

"Yeah, I do, um, kind of anyway. This is…this is going to sound kinda crazy, b-but just try to keep an open mind?" he fumbled over his words, though one glance at her near incredulous face and he was back to rambling, "Oh, yeah, I-I guess the floating knives already did that, huh. A-Anyway explaining. That's a thing I should do, yes. Um, just, before I start can you just, I don't know, this is probably terrible timing, but, uh, could you, even if you think I'm crazy, just I value your friendship and I don't want this to ruin it and–"

"Hiccup, I've been terrorized all day by floating inanimate objects. I'm pretty sure I can handle whatever you're going to tell me," she spoke tiredly, wishing for the world to make sense again.

He nodded rapidly, hands fidgeting, "Okay, okay, thanks. Okay, I guess I better start with the fact that I can see ghosts. Surprise. Yeah, ghosts are a thing and one has been following you around since Monday and she's not very nice, I mean you could probably tell that, but yeah, real jerk material right here. And I'm rambling, sorry, uh, yes, ghosts. Her name is Gothel and I think she's missing a few screws if you know what I mean, but unfortunately, she's really good with the matter manipulation thing so we need to work with her if we want to get out of this alive. I mean, if I want to get out of this alive, for whatever reason she still hasn't told me, she won't hurt you, which is good. Yay. So yeah, I'm just gonna work as a medium-ish-person, a go between, because, hopefully, if we can get her what she wants, she can cross over and be out of our hair. So, er, no more flying objects of cutlery death. That's the plan."

The blonde's head spun, trying to sort out the important information from his mutterings, "Okay, so let me get this straight. A ghost is haunting me. It wants something from me which is why all this happened. And you can see ghosts?"

"Yep, that's, uh, that's the main gist," he spoke quickly, green orbs darting about and refusing to meet her own.

She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. Alright, she could deal with this. Probably. She just couldn't think too much on it at the moment. For now, the blonde would just have trust Hiccup. After all, he did manage to make the wall of impending death drop.

Spring green eyes opened to focus on her tense friend, "Okay. What do we do now?"

"Well, the ghost says she knows you, um, maybe you know her? Her name is Gothel. She's an adult, long curly black hair, a little taller than you, gray eyes, light skin…ring any bells?" he asked, looking back and forth between her and the couch.

Rapunzel thought for a moment, searching her memories for that description, but found no one, "No, I don't think I've ever met her before."

The objects on the ground bounced into the air before falling back down as Hiccup yelped. The blonde gasped, pulling her friend closer and brandishing her pan in defense.

The brunette was still facing the couch, "C-could you p-please refrain from doing that-t? …how long ago did you last see her?"

She tried to follow her friend's gaze, searching for something beyond her sight. After a few moments Hiccup slumped slightly.

"What? You-you – how could you expect her to remember something from-from that long ago?" he exclaimed, arms waving sporadically.

"What's going on Hiccup? When did she meet me?" Rapunzel questioned, interrupting whatever conversation was occurring.

* * *

><p>The freckled teen glanced back when the arm around his waist tightened, ignoring Gothel's rant for a moment, "Er, Gothel says the last time she saw you was almost thirteen years ago. You-you would've been five or six."<p>

"Of course you daft brat. Simple subtraction giving you some trouble?" the ghost sneered from where she lounged on the couch.

Spring green eyes widened, "What? That-that can't be. I was kidnapped when I was five and no one saw me until over a year later!"

Before that new tidbit of information could sink in, Gothel jumped from the couch, shrieking, "You weren't kidnapped you little wench! I took what was rightfully mine! What should have always been MINE!"

Forks and knives rose from the ground, aiming at the two teens. Rapunzel yelped, yanking Hiccup with her as she hurried to her feet. The strange frying pan wavered in front of them, unable to find the source of their danger.

"Whoa, whoa, just-just c-calm down. There's n-no need t-to f-f-freak out!" he stuttered, hoping to placate the raging specter, "N-now w-why d-don't you t-tell me what-t happened."

Gothel hissed, lowering her arms, but not the threatening utensils, a sick smile slowly twisting across her visage, "They left my precious flower to starve, so I took her and hid her away where no one could find us. Up in my tower, heh, just the two of us…forever."

Okay, they were definitely heading into crazy town. He was going out on a limb to assume that flower referred to Rapunzel, but why?

"Uh, Gothel said that 'they' – I think she's talking about your parents, but I'm not sure – left you to starve so she took you to a tower?" he tried, hoping this would jog his friend's memory so she could explain what was going on.

The blonde sounded both indignant and confused, "What? My parents would never do that. My mom and dad are great people and–"

Hiccup couldn't hear the rest of her sentence over the ghost's roar, "I am the only mother you will ever have! I am Mother Gothel and those thieves stole my flower from me!"

The brunette cried out when the surrounding wall of impalement flew two feet closer. Rapunzel gasped, ceasing her own rant to focus on the threat at hand.

"J-j-j-just c-calm do-down," he squeaked, flinching back into his friend's hold.

Gothel growled and began to circle them, so that the freckled teen could not keep track of all her movements.

"Hiccup," Rapunzel spoke softly, pushing the frying pan into his shaking hands – oh gods it was heavy, "Hold this for a second."

Then she gathered up her some of her hair and wrapped it around them, loosing tying them together.

She took back the pan, holding it up with both hands, "You said she wouldn't hurt me, right? Well, this way she can't hurt you either."

The brunette swallowed thickly. This position was undoubtedly awkward, but he couldn't deny that the warmth at his back was a great comfort. Especially when gray eyes glared daggers through him.

"Thanks," he whispered, before clearing his throat and continuing, "She-she got angry when you t-talked about your parents a-and called herself Mother Gothel…does-does that s-sound familiar at-t all?"

The body behind him froze. Moments ticked by, but she remained still and silent. Hiccup began to panic when he realized he could no longer hear or feel her breathing.

"R-Rapunzel?"
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Sensations hit her in waves – colors, sounds, sensations – before they wove together to create meaning. Fragments of memories swirled around her psyche, submerging Rapunzel in the past.

...

_Laughter bubbled from her chest as she stumbled along, tripping over rocks, sticks, and hair. _

_A soft voice echoed through the tree, "Oh Rapunzel! Come out come out wherever you are~"_

_Two tiny hands slapped over her mouth, the scenery shaking as she tried to hide her giggles. The voice faded slightly, but it would come back soon. Mama always found her. So she turned and scurried away, branches and leaves catching at her dress. She couldn't hear the voice anymore, not even an echo so she paused and waited for mama or papa to find her. Her legs were twitching and achy so she sat down underneath a huge tree with soft green needles instead of leaves. She was really tired from all that running._

_..._

"_Wake my flower, it's time to go home."_

_She woke to a kind but unfamiliar voice and soft hands. It was dark and creepy now that the sun had gone to sleep, so she was happy the nice lady was here to take her back home. The glow of the lantern scared the shadows away as they walked and the large hand made sure she didn't get lost. A large wooden house on stilts like circus people on T.V. peeked out of the woods. She frowned as the lady picked her up and set her on the porch before climbing up herself._

"_I fawt we were gowing hwome?" she pouted, wanting to jump back down but too scared of the monsters hiding in the dark._

_The woman took her hand again and pulled her into the house, which smelled funny, "This is your home."_

"_Nuh uh," she wrinkled her nose, tugging back and when that didn't work, sitting on the ground to prevent any movement forwards, "I wan' mommy and daddy."_

_The large hand tightened and she yelped, "They aren't your mommy and daddy anymore. They don't want you so I took you in. I'm your new mother, Mother Gothel."_

_..._

"_It hurts Mother to do this, but you can't keep trying to run away Rapunzel. It's too dangerous. Now stay in here and think about what you did. Remember this is for your own good."_

_The hand at her back pushed her into the small closet and the door shut, bathing the room in complete darkness. She fumbled to her feet, tears already prickling at her eyes. It was scary, too scary, to be in here, but she wanted to go home. She wanted to go home so badly. She would apologize to mommy and daddy and they would forgive her and she would never do anything bad ever again. Wet streaks fell down her face and dripped from her chin. She pounded on the door begging to be let out, promising and promising until her throat hurt and her arms were tired. She sat down, hugging her knees, and tried to pretend she was anywhere else but here…the pressure of a hand stroking her hair, an occurrence that was quickly becoming the norm, woke her._

"_Oh, Rapunzel, I'm so sorry sweetie. I really didn't want to do this, but you made me. Now can you please be good so I can let you out?" the light voice asked, lifting her chin so she met the gray eyes._

_She sniffed and rubbed her arm against her nose, "Y-yes."_

_A dark eyebrow rose in warning and question, "Yes…?"_

"_Y-yes, I pwomise to be good…Mother," she forced out, a sob sticking in her throat, making her heart throb._

_A wide smile stretched across Mother Gothel's face, which was at least better than the frown that marred it preceding her time-out, and two long arms embraced her, "I love you, my flower."_

_..._

_Mother left every few days to get food and she was allowed to play around the house now instead of being locked in time-out when she left. All the windows were far beyond her reach when she stretched her arms up above her head and she wasn't strong enough to pull or push anything under the windowsill to help her up, not that she tried anymore. That didn't stop the rush of excitement as Mother locked the door behind her and she rushed to the window, giggling._

"_Pascal! Pascal! We can pway now!" she hopped a little, waiting for her green friend to appear. _

_To her left the wood started moving, and two big eyes opened up._

"_There you awr!" she shouted in glee, grabbing the smaller creature and cuddling him to her chest, "I missed you. Do you want to pway?"_

_Pascal nodded. He turned green and head-butted her chin. She set him on the ground and put both hands over her eyes._

"_Okay. Won, two, tree, four, five six…" she continued, waiting for her only friend to hide so she could go find him – and she never stopped the game until she found him._

_..._

_Weeks turned to months and months turned to seasons. She danced around the house, playing imagination games or hide-and-seek with Pascal or helping with chores like cleaning and cooking. Mother sang with her, brushed her hair, and then stood in front of the tall, broken mirror every night. When she built up the courage to brave the attic she found crayons, wrinkled paper, and a half-dried set of paint. The walls and floor were soon adorned with her many 'scribbles'. She watched the stars every night from below the window that was still too far for her fingertips to reach._

_..._

_Mother was gone to find food for the day so she and Pascal played around the kitchen. Loud noises of twigs snapping and thumps against the house interrupted it just as she had caught her tiny friend hiding underneath the table. A large crash came from the other room. Instead of running upstairs and hiding under the bed like Mother told her to do if she ever heard scary noises, she grabbed the closest thing that looked like it could help her – the smaller frying pan she used to cook scrambled eggs that morning – and ran into the other room. A boy was sitting on the floor, rubbing his head and looking around the room. When he saw her he jumped to his feet which showed her how much taller he was._

"_W-who awr you and-and what do you want!" she demanded, stalking towards him with the pan and pretending she wasn't scared._

_He scrambled back, brown eyes wide, "I-I'm the great Flynn Rider! Hero-adventurer extraordinaire! I came here looking for treasure, but I guess you found it first. Is there any treasure here?"_

_She glanced down to her shoulder to see Pascal shrug then glanced back to the boy, "There isn't any tweasure here. This is where me and Mother live."_

"_Oops," his eyes squinted when he smiled and rubbed the back of his neck, "I didn't think anybody lived here. Sorry kid."_

"_I'm not a kid. I can take care of myself," she huffed, showing off her frying pan to prove her point._

_His hands rose in surrender and grinned, "Sorry Blondie, you do look tough. I should've recognized a fellow adventurer. Hey, I got a great idea! Do you want to help me look for treasure?"_

_She frowned lowering her pan. Mother would be upset if she left and it was really dangerous to go outside. Though, maybe if this boy went with her it would be okay? He didn't have sharp teeth so he probably wasn't a cannibal or a thug. She probably wouldn't get the plague either if she only left for a little while. Pascal bumped against her chin so she looked down. He stretched his little green foot towards the boy then the window, urging her to go._

"_O-okay. But we halvta get home befwore dark or Mother will be angwy," she said, taking a few steps closer to the boy._

_He nodded excitedly, waving her over, "Sure, sure, whatever you say. Come on, we're losing daylight!"_

_She glanced up at the window, still beyond her reach, "Uh, can you hwelp me up?"_

"_Oh, yeah, but, I don't think I can lift you and the frying pan," he frowned at the dark cooking-utensil-made-weapon._

_She nodded, stepped away from the window, and then ran towards it, lifting the pan with both her arms around in a circle then letting it go. The frying pan flew over their heads and out the window, hitting the ground a couple seconds later with a loud crunch._

_Flynn's brown eyes were huge as he whistled, "Wow, you got some arm there. That was awesome."_

_She grinned, happy that this boy who was able to climb through the window was impressed by her, "Okay, let's go!"_

_He grabbed her around the waist and lifted up, grunting a little until she managed to pull herself onto the windowsill. Then he scrambled up and hooked his legs over the edge. The fall looked a little far, but when Flynn dropped down with a gentle pat, she followed, falling on top of him and knocking them both to the ground. She rolled away giggling as Flynn huffed, chuckling a few seconds later. The grass was soft but a little dry since it hadn't rained in a while but it felt wonderful. She hopped to her feet, wiggling her toes and loving the feeling of the powdery dirt mixing with the slick blades of green. She picked up her frying pan and hoisted it over her shoulder, running around the yard a bit before Flynn grabbed her shoulder, turning her towards the right._

"_Come on, this way!"_

_..._

_The sky was turning orange and she was worried. She had no idea where they were and Flynn looked just as lost as she did, though he didn't admit it._

_Eventually the boy turned to her and shrugged, "Uh, how about we head to where I live and then we ask someone how to get back to your house? Plus, I'm starving and it's almost dinner time, so there'll be food."_

_She frowned but nodded, it sounded better than wandering around until dark when they would for sure run into ruffians. Eventually they found their way out of the woods and onto a sidewalk. Flynn led her to a huge brick house. She clutched her pan close, nuzzling against Pascal for courage, and followed. It was loud so she stayed in the entryway while Flynn talked to some adults behind a desk. She breathed easier when she saw none of them had sharp teeth either. Feeling a little safer, she began to look around and found part of the wall covered in paper and pictures. A pinch of gold caught her eye, one of the pictures that were partially hidden behind plain papers with black words. She pulled it out and jumped when a small hand landed on her shoulder._

"_Hey Blondie, they said you could…whoa, is that you?" he asked, leaning forwards to get a better look at her discovery._

_Bright green eyes smiled back at her, framed by golden hair that was shorter than her own. Underneath the near mirror image was large black lettering of a word she hadn't learned to read yet, but she did know the letters. _

_M-I-S-S-I-N-G_

* * *

><p>Hiccup had reached the point where he was definitely freaking out.<p>

"Rapunzel! You know, n-now would be a-a great t-time to answer…hello?" he tried again, struggling to hold up the frying pan that fell from her lax grip.

Pascal sat atop his head, squeaking and chirping and, the brunette was almost sure, head-butting their friend, but to no avail. The blonde was down and out for the count, which, for some reason, Gothel found hilarious.

"W-what did you do to h-her!" he demanded, locking eyes with the cackling specter.

A hand spread across her chest dramatically, "Me? You think I did this? Oh no. This is all your fault, boy, for meddling in other's affairs. Did you really think you were helping? Hah! You're more foolish than I thought."

His heart clenched at the accusation and he shook his head, "We aren't g-getting anywhere. Why don't, instead of just f-floating there, you t-tell me what happened. Wh-what do you mean 'they stole' your 'flower'?"

"Fine, I was planning to dispose of you when I'm done anyway," gray eyes rolled and narrowed as Hiccup stiffened, "It all started when those filthy cretins stole my beloved, golden flower. By the time I found where they had taken it, it was too late. I knew they had eaten it to try to gain its healing properties, but it passed on to their child instead. The little babe had flowing golden hair, the same color of my precious flower. I-I knew I had to get her, had to get my flower back, but I was aging too fast – I was too weak to get it back. So I waited until one day I discovered my darling flower abandoned in the woods. She came to rest in the same spot it had grown. So I took her home to my tower where we would be safe. It took her a little while to remember who her real mother was, but that was alright because we were together and we would've lived forever, just the two of us. It was perfect, until one day I came home and she was gone. I-I ran into the woods to look for her, but I couldn't find her anywhere. In my panic I became lost and couldn't find my way back to my tower. Now I've finally found her again and she has the gall to forget me!"

"W-wait, do you–do you actually think that flower was-was magical or something, like the f-fairy tale? And you th-think Rapunzel is the flower? What? What–how d-did you even come to that conclusion? That doesn't m-make any sense. At all. Just–are you insane?!" he spluttered incredulously, as she settled back on the couch.

Gothel roared with laughter, "Me? Insane? Says the little boy who talks to ghosts. Do you have any right to make such accusations? Hah. Why don't you test me then? Tell my flower to sing our song and you'll see."

The freckled teen winced, opening his mouth to make a sharp retort, but stopped when the body behind him gasped, bowling auburn strands into his eyes, "Rapunzel?"

"I-I…She…she…" the blonde mumbled leaning her forehead against his head.

"Rapunzel?" he tried again, unable to turn around to check on his friend.

"Oh, 'Rapunzel, Rapunzel'! Is that all you can say? I told you to have her sing, you daft child, now if you would just–" Gothel started to rant, but the brunette paid her little attention.

Rapunzel's slackened arms wound tighter around him, pulling Hiccup into a hug, "I remember. We-we were playing hide-and-go-seek and I got lost in the woods. A woman found me, Gothel. She took me to this…this shack in the woods and told me my parents abandoned me. She locked me in the closet until I agreed to call her Mother…I couldn't go outside for-for a whole year. I couldn't feel the grass or the leaves or the dirt–but then I met Pascal. He played with me when she left the house and snuck into my room at night to keep me company. Then…Eugene! He's the one who found me! He-He _saved_ me and he didn't even know he was doing it!"

"Wh–"

"EUGENE?!" the specter screeched, flying off the couch and right at the freckled teen's face, "That smug whelp was the one who took you from me? How dare he!"

Hiccup jolted backwards and drooped the frying pan.

Quick reflexes from the blonde snatched the pan up, "Hiccup? Are you okay?"

"F-f-fine. Uh, who-who i-is Eu-eugene?" he stuttered, one hand clutched at his chest as he tried to steady his breathing.

Rapunzel shook her head, "Oops, uh, Eugene is Flynn, but t-that's not important right now. What-what more could she possibly want from me?"

"Tell her to sing. I'll deal with that bastard soon enough," Gothel, floating away and settling on the floor, her hands phasing through golden locks of hair.

The freckled teen swallowed uneasily his head spinning, "Sh-she said she w-wants you to s-sing."

"What? Why?" she spluttered taken completely off guard by the request.

Gray eyes flashed with a frenzied fire, "Tell her to sing the Sun's Golden Flower!"

"She w-wants you to s-sing the Sun's Golden Flower…d-do you know that song?" he questioned, warily watching the specter's movements.

"The what? I don't know what you're–oh…" the blonde paused, biting her lip, "So, if I sing that song, she'll leave us alone? And-and the others?"

"Yes, YES JUST SING!" Gothel screamed, hands clenching into fists.

Hiccup flinched, "Yeah, yeah, um, she really wants you to sing. So, i-if you could that'd be pretty great, 'cause I think she's gonna freak out again if you don't and I don't really want either of us to become closely acquainted with those knives so–"

"Okay," Rapunzel sighed, before continuing in a high, melodious voice, "_Flower gleam and glow. Let your p-power shine. Make the clock reverse. Br-bring back what_–oh, um, _b-back what…what…_I-I can't remember the next part."

"LIES!" the specter leapt to her feet, one long finger pointed at the blonde, "How dare you do this to me after everything I've done for you, you ungrateful, spoiled, wretched–"

"P-please, just calm down," the brunette rushed, holding his hands up in a placating gesture, "Why don't you tell me the words and then I c-can tell Rapunzel, okay?"

Gothel sat back down and sneered, "Fine… _Flower gleam and glow. Let your power shine. Make the clock reverse. Bring back what once was mine…Heal what has been hurt. Change the fates' design._"

Hiccup cleared his throat nervously and tried to match the ghost's notes, "Rapunzel? The next line is, um,_ Bring back what once w-was mine_. Then, uh, it's _Heal what has been hurt–_"

"Oh…oh! Yes! Change the fates' design, save what has been lost…I-I think I remember the rest!" she paused, taking a deep breath, "_Bring back wha_–"

"No! You must start over!" the ghost hissed, glaring at the brunette.

The freckled teen tapped his friend's arm, halting her progress, "Uh, she said you need to start over."

"Fine," Rapunzel agreed, exhaustion seeping through her voice, "_Flower gleam and glow. Let your power shine. Make the clock reverse. Bring back what once was mine._"

Hiccup observed Gothel, seeing the ghost's eyes grow wild and a sick sort of smile spread across her face.

"_Heal what has been hurt. Change the Fates' design. S-save what has been lost. Bring back what once was m-mine…_"

A gasp of glee escaped the specter, hands fisted through golden locks.

"_What once was mine_."

The freckled teen held his breath, waiting as the seconds ticked by and nothing happened. Tension filled the room, the silence suffocating in anticipation of the storm to come.

"W-why isn't it working," the specter whispered, almost too softly for Hiccup to catch, before repeating a little louder, "Why isn't it working?"

Her voice cracked, desperation leaking through. Rapunzel stood quiet and unaware, waiting for news from the brunette.

"Gothel?" he tried to coax her from her sudden silence, "Are you–"

"WHY ISN'T IT WORKING!" she shrieked, hands fisting and slamming into the ground.

The floating wall of cutlery soared upwards and stabbed into the ceiling. Hiccup instinctively ducked into Rapunzel's hold, who interpreted this rapid change as confirmation of their freedom. She tugged the brunette out of the room, dashing for the door. Forest green eyes glanced back to see the specter convulsing in the air, wheezing and clawing at her hair. The front door came into view.

"**NO!**"
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	25. Chapter 25

**Hi! I'm back with ch. 25 =) I've been working on this chapter for a while and it is currently 4am so I apologize for any mistakes/nonsense, but I really wanted to get this chapter out quickly as an apology for the last delay. For further explanation of Rapunzel and Flynn's past see the AN at the end of the ch. I own nothing but the plot and hope you enjoy reading!**

"**NO!**"

The walls, ground, and ceiling quaked as the two teens fell to the floor. They ducked when the windows shattered, Hiccup finding himself wedged between Rapunzel and the wall. Then, all was still. Only the sound of panicked breaths penetrated the silence that fell across the ruined home. Pascal was the first to venture out of the huddle, climbing up golden locks to sit atop his companion's head. A couple moments passed before he chirped. Rapunzel slowly lifted her head, spring green orbs examining the state of their surroundings. Forks, knives, spoons, lamps, small cabinets, and shards of glass littered the floor. The bundle in her arms shifted and squirmed, a mop of auburn hair peeking out beneath yards of gold. Hiccup glanced around, eyes widening when they saw the room they had fled from.

"R-rapunzel, we-we have to go back," he spoke reluctantly, but urgently, nudging his friend.

The blonde gazed down at him doubtfully, fear flickering in her eyes, "She did all this and you want us to go back? I know you said she wouldn't hurt me, but I think she gave up on that promise. We need to get out of here before she traps us again."

The freckled teen looked back into the other room and sighed, "Rapunzel, she exhausted her energy and we're the only two around she could even try to draw from. I don't think she has the energy to hurt us anymore…I have to at least try to talk with her."

"But why? I sang, so why…" she trailed off, searching forest green orbs for answers.

Hiccup could feel a headache blooming in his skull and a weight settling on his shoulders, "Gothel thought you were magical somehow. I don't really know what she expected to happen, but whatever it was didn't happen and she freaked. I've never seen a ghost so…so broken before. I have to try to help her cross over."

Rapunzel stared at him intently, before she shuddered and cradled her head in her hands, "Oh, Hiccup. This is crazy, but okay. Just give me a second."

The brunette nodded. He leaned back against the wall as his friend steadied her breathing. She stood slowly, offering a hand and pulling the younger teen up beside her. The trio made their way back into the room where Gothel sat huddled on the floor, trembling. Hiccup sat a few feet away from her and Rapunzel settled beside him.

The freckled teen inhaled deeply before beginning, "Gothel?"

"What?" she tried to sneer, but only managed to sound miserable.

"What did you think would happen when Rapunzel sang?" he questioned gently, as if coaxing a wounded animal out of hiding.

The specter's head lifted, gray orbs narrowed and glistening, "Rapunzel's hair was magic, she was supposed to bring me back to life."

"People don't return from the dead, Gothel, ever. The only way they can move is forwards," the brunette said resolutely, but with a sad smile.

"I was supposed to live forever," she growled without venom.

He frowned, voice gaining volume, "No one lives forever. You have to accept the fact that you're dead."

Horror flashed through gray eyes, panic weaving into her words, "B-but if it didn't work–"

"It never worked. You abducted an innocent child, caged and abused her, caused her and her family grief and pain, all for the sake of something that never existed in the first place. You stole a year of her life, for nothing," his voice was low and hard, pinning the specter with his gaze, "That wasn't enough, so you stayed even after you died, to torment her and her friends, and destroy her house. With no justification for your actions."

"No…no," she breathed, tugging at the black curls framing her face.

Hiccup glared, "Yes, yes you did. You have to acknowledge what you've done. You have to accept that you're dead and all that you've done to Rapunzel, which would've still been inexcusable had her hair actually been magic. If you ever want to move on, you can't stay in denial."

Gothel dropped her head into her hands, "I-I…"

The freckled teen waited, allowing the ghost time to come to terms with her actions. A warm hand touched his shoulder, prompting the brunette to turn towards his friend. A small, worried frown adorned the tired face, green eyes searching his own. He offered a crooked smile of reassurance to let her know everything was alright at the moment.

Remorseful gray eyes lifted, face drained of color, "I…I'm…I'm s-so, so…"

The brunette nodded as the ghost trailed off, unable to voice her redress, and turned to his friend, "Rapunzel, Gothel wants to apologize."

The blonde seemed startled, but nodded slowly, opening and closing her mouth a few times before speaking, "I appreciate that, but I-I don't think I can forgive her...not yet at least."

"Wh-" anger flashed across the specter's face before falling once more, "I see. I guess I'm stuck here then."

Hiccup shook his head, "You're not trapped, Gothel. It's not Rapunzel's forgiveness you need to have to cross over, it's your own."

"Forgive myself?" she questioned skeptically, studying the young teen's face.

"To an extent," the freckled teen shrugged, playing with his fingers, "You have to accept what you've done in life and that you can't change what's already happened. If there's nothing left for you to do or learn here, then it's time to move on."

Gray eyes narrowed, "But how? I told you boy, had it worked I was going to get rid of you and I would've had no regrets! Look at what I've done to Rapunzel! How can you suggest I just 'move on'? Where would someone like me 'move on' to?"

"Yeah, while I'm still not too thrilled about all that, it didn't work. You have to stop worrying about the what ifs and focus on what actually happened, the cause and effects. Yes you did terrible things and planned to do terrible things, but not all of them led to terrible outcomes. Without you, Rapunzel's life would've been completely different – for better or worse I don't know, but I doubt she would've ever met Pascal or Flynn, her best friend and her boyfriend. I'm not saying this justifies anything you did, because it doesn't," he paused, running his hands through his hair in mild frustration, "Okay, here's a question. Are you happy with what you did?"

"No," the specter spat, glaring at him.

"Alright, good. Would you do it again if given the chance?"

She scoffed, "Of course not you daft child."

The brunette smiled at her response and gestured to the room, "So, that means you learned something out of all this, right?"

Her eyes widened after a moment, "Perhaps."

"Is there anything left for you to do?" he questioned, glancing around the tarnished room.

The specter looked to the blonde sitting nervously next to her friend, one hand still grasping his shoulder, "Rapunzel…"

"Unless you have enough energy left to clean up this mess, the only thing you can do to help Rapunzel is leave," the freckled teen tried to lighten the mood with the joking lilt in his voice.

Gray orbs stared questioningly and almost fearfully up at the blonde, before flicking back to Hiccup who questioned, "Er, right Rapunzel?"

The elder teen frowned at his wording, "Well, any help cleaning would be much appreciated, but other than that, no thank you."

"See?" he grinned crookedly at the confirmation.

Gothel sighed and glanced down, scowling at her lap. Moments passed in silence as the ghost clenched and stretched her hands over and over again. Eventually, gray eyes lifted to meet forest green and pale hands relaxed in her lap.

"Okay," the voice was calm, candid, and resolute.

A comforting warmth filled the room as an oval of bright light took shape. Hiccup allowed his tense shoulders to sag as a content sigh escaped his lips. Gothel stood and faced the portal, reaching one hand towards the blissful radiance.

When she took a step forward, the brunette bit his lip, "Hey, Gothel? W-would you do me a favor?"

One dark eyebrow rose in askance and slight disdain.

"Tell everyone I say hi."

She paused in surprise and then nodded, a kind, genuine smile alighting her features. The next moment the ghost was gone along with the oval of light. Hiccup groaned and flopped backwards, lying on the floor.

Laughter bubbled up from his chest, though it left as light, airy giggles, "Oh gods, that was exhausting."

Wide, spring green orbs stared down at him in concern and thin fingers brushed away the bangs from his forehead, "Are you alright? Is…is she gone?"

"I'm fine, uh, a-okay," he offered a thumbs up and smirked, "Gothel crossed over. You will never have to deal with her. Ever. Again."

The freckled teen was not expecting the sudden welling and release of tears, "R-Rapunzel? Oh gosh, y-you're crying-I'm s-s-s-sorry. What-what's wrong?"

Before he had the chance to sit up, the elder teen grabbed him and pulled him into her rather tight embrace, "Oh Hiccup! I-I'm okay, I'm just so relieved."

The brunette did his best to return the hug, but with his arms trapped between himself and his friend, it was a little awkward. After a while she released him and sat back, wiping at her eyes while Pascal chirped soothingly from her shoulder. Hiccup continued to observe his friend with concern until she flashed him her stunning smile, a sight that had been sorely missed that past week. Pale hands brushed long tangled tresses out of her face before spring green eyes widened.

"So…I'm free now…" she mumbled, as if speaking to herself and not to either of her companions.

Dark brows quirked, "Y-yeah. She can't get to you now that she's crossed over."

Rapunzel stood slowly and lifted one of the chef knives from the floor, gripping it tightly in her right hand. She marched out of the room, Hiccup scrambling behind her in confusion.

"Uh, er, R-rapunzel? W-where are you going?" he questioned nervously, watching out for the broken glass and cutlery that littered the floor.

The blonde didn't answer, though she was careful not to injure her bare feet. The freckled teen followed her into the kitchen. Rapunzel used the back of the knife to clear away the debris on the counter, then climbed up the counter and jumped out the window. Hiccup yelped and hurried after her, struggling up the counter and tumbling out the window–not his best idea for it left him with a few scrapes from the glass in the grass. His blonde friend was already turning the corner of the house to the front yard, though some of her hair was still dragging across the kitchen floor. He finally caught up to her standing a few feet away from the sidewalk, knife held securely in her right hand. With her other hand, she held her hair in a taut bundle to the side of her head.

"Rapunzel, wh-what are you doing?" the brunette asked, stopping beside her.

She continued to stare straight ahead as Pascal leapt to his shoulder, chittering away, "I've always felt this-this _need_ to keep my hair long, like I had to do it or something terrible would happen. It was like I didn't have a choice in the matter and I never knew why. But now I remember. Every night, every day, every hour she told me over and over never to cut it, never to hurt it, never to damage it…it-she-she took me because of my hair – all because of _hair_. All this time–thirteen years later and I'm still listening to her, still _trapped_ by her. Well, not anymore!"

Rapunzel positioned the knife beside the bunch and sliced through, gritting her teeth with the effort.

Yards of golden locks fell to the earth, lifeless once they were no longer connected to their source. Spring green orbs peeked open, glancing at the motionless strands. The knife clattered to ground as she lifted her hands to feel what was left of her hair. The short locks seemed darker, more of a light bronze than a bright gold, as they had yet to be bleached years of sun exposure. It hung just above her shoulders, choppy and wild. Wide spring green eyes narrowed as laughter escaped his friend's lips. She hopped around in a circle giggling as she continued to run her fingers through the shortened strands. Hiccup just stood there, gawking at the elder teen dancing around the lawn.

Eugene groaned, dropping his head against his desk with a loud smack. Despite the slight pain the man refused to get up, instead worming his phone out of his pocket and staring at the bright screen underneath his desk. No missed calls, no new texts, no voicemails. The brunette pouted and sat up, then glared at the enormous textbook laying open before him. His stomach growled.

"Well, nature calls," he spoke to himself, turning his back on the daunting work to head down the hall for a bite to eat.

Once he reached the refrigerator, he paused, looking down at his phone. It was almost dinnertime and still nothing. Eugene frowned and wandered away from the kitchen, subconsciously making his way towards the front door. Normally, he'd awaken to a 'good morning' text from Punzie and then more periodically after she got out of school. It was strange that she hadn't contacted him once and it nagged at him constantly. Not wanting to seem clingy or controlling, the brunette had refrained from contacting his girlfriend all day. However, she seemed a bit off the last couple of days and he was beginning to worry. Eugene didn't realize his plan until he was already out of the house, keys in hand. He would just stop by at her house and see if she wanted to go eat dinner at The Snugly Duckling. That could always bring a smile to her face. If not…well, he would think of something.

Eugene allowed his thoughts to drift as he went into autopilot, having driven to her house so many times he could probably do it in his sleep. He snapped out of his admittedly concerned ramblings when a splotch of white caught his eye. The brunette slowed down as he recognized the teen speed-walking down the empty street.

He rolled his window and called out, "Hey, Jack! What's up little man?"

That comment could usually rile up the tall youth into a jesting match, but this time only served to startle him, "Oh, hey Flynn!"

At the whitette's wave, Eugene quirked an eyebrow and pulled to the side of the road.

Before he could question the teen, Jack spoke up, "You wouldn't happen to be heading over to Punzie's, would you?"

"Yeah, how'd you guess?" he answered with a smirk and an eye-roll, knowing it was obvious.

The whitette only offered a nervous smile, "Just my awesome intuition. Think you could give me a lift? I, uh, I think she accidentally grabbed my text book during lunch and I kinda need it back."

Eugene frowned, but shrugged off his disappointment, "Sure thing. Hop in kid, we're almost there."

Jack grinned and slid into the passenger's seat, leg bouncing with his apparently unlimited supply of energy. Within a few turns they were pulling up Rapunzel's street. His foot slammed onto the accelerator when the brunette caught sight of her house. Eugene jolted to a stop beside the mailbox and leapt from his car. A trail of golden hair lay limp on the grass. Something glinted on the ground next to it, what appeared to be a knife. A boulder lay just to the side of the front door that had tiny square holes instead of windows. Dread and confusion knotted his stomach as Eugene dashed to the door, Jack a few frantic steps behind him.

"Rapunzel!" he shouted, pounding his fist against the wood.

Instead of a response, the door swung open, already ajar before their arrival. The brunette rushed inside, unaware of the shards of glass decorating the floor and deaf to the calls of his young friend behind him. He skidded to a stop outside the kitchen, halted by two pairs of shocked, green eyes.

"Eugene?" Rapunzel whispered, almost foreign without the long stream of hair behind her, but still causing his heart to quicken and warmth to flood his veins, "Eugene!"

The blonde launched herself at her stupefied boyfriend, wrapping her arms and legs around him, and showered his face in kisses. Still in shock, the brunette embraced her, returning a couple pecks on the lips before turning his head to the side so he could get a word in.

"Rapunzel," he breathed in reverence and relief, hugging her closer to himself.

His worry wasn't gone, but it was greatly reduced now that he knew she was safe, though he still had to ask, "What…what happened."

Hiccup almost jumped out of his skin at the sudden bang and muffled shouting. After Rapunzel celebrated her expression of freedom, she unblocked the doorway and the trio tiptoed inside. They had just gathered brooms and begun their cleaning, Rapunzel deciding it would be best if they discussed the paranormal while they worked, when the interruption came. Footsteps thudded down the hall and before he could react, Flynn tumbled into the doorway. Rapunzel practically tackled her boyfriend, who somehow managed to stay upright, when Jack and Mr. Frost dashed into the room. Icy blue met forest green and the freckled teen abruptly found himself without the ground beneath his feet.

"Hiccup!" Jack shouted as he lifted the smaller teen into the air and crushed him against his chest.

The younger teen gasped in alarm, "J-J-Jack…c-can't…b-br-breathe."

The whitette immediately released him and the little brunette sucked in a lungful of air. Large, cold hands clamped onto his shoulders.

"Hiccup, what happened? Are you alright? Where's Toothless? Where's the ghost?" the elder teen spouted off question after question without allotting him any time to respond.

"S-slow down a little, so I can–"

A chilly palm settled softly on his cheek, gently tilting his head to the side, "You're hurt."

Heat traveled up his neck to his face and his heart fluttered. Hiccup quickly pushed the cool hands away, trying to steady his breathing. Then the freckled teen registered the whitette's words. He lifted two fingers to his face, brushing them lightly across his cheek until he felt the slightest sting. He drew back to see a thin streak of crimson.

"Oh, heh, this? That's what I get for jumping out of broken windows," a small crooked grin appeared as he shrugged.

Pale brows rose and icy orbs widened in horror.

The brunette berated himself for his poor word choice, "I-I mean it's just a scratch Jack. I'm fine, see? And so is Rapunzel. We're both good."

A relieved sigh exited the elder teen before he smirked, "Ah, ah, ah, you're not off the hook yet, Freckles. What's all this about jumping out a window? And where is that demonic cat? Usually he'd at least have hissed at me by now."

"Yes Hiccup, where is Toothless? My wife said he would be here with you," spoke the voice of a parent already aware of their child's misdemeanor.

As Jack glanced around the kitchen, the freckled teen swallowed nervously, speaking slower with each word, "I, uh, I actually didn't end up bringing Toothless…"

"What? But you promised to get him! Hic, what if something happened and–" the elder teen began his rant only to be cut off by his young friend.

"If I took the time to get Toothless, Rapunzel could've gotten hurt! Gothel was already losing her patience by the time I got here," he spoke fervently but tried to keep his voice down so as not to raise Flynn's notice.

"Oh, Eugene you'd never believe me if I told you," Rapunzel sighed, though still managed snatched Hiccup's attention immediately.

The young brunette side-stepped Jack to carefully approach the couple, wary of the hazardous floor, as Flynn chuckled, "Try me."

She took a deep breath before continuing excitedly, "Okay, I'll start from the beginning. Now, wait until I finish for questions, Mr. Impatient, and trust me, you'll have a lot. Alright where was I…oh yes, the beginning. So I woke up this morning fairly late, around or maybe even a little after noon, because my alarm clock had mysteriously decided to stop working. At the time I didn't know, but now I'm sure it was m-Gothel. Pascal was chattering up a storm, though that's probably because he knew she was there, right? Oh, I'm sorry sweetie, I should've paid you more attention…We rushed downstairs since I thought I could still make it to some classes, but I couldn't get the door open! It kept locking on its own and then a boulder appeared in front of the door. So I thought I'd just go out the kitchen window, pretty logical, right? But then knives started flying at me and I couldn't get out. So, for the next, well I'm not sure exactly how long, but at least a couple hours, I fought off flying knives, _flying knives_ Eugene! Then Hiccup came down the steps–oh I still don't know how he got inside, I'll have to ask him–and then he started talking to the air and everything stopped. I thought I was going mad, but no! It turns out Gothel, the woman who kidnapped me when I was little, remember? You found me in the little shack in the woods? Well, she died and came back because she thought my hair was magic! How crazy is that? And then, oh then Hiccup managed to talk her into leaving or something of the sort and then I cut my hair. We were just cleaning up, did I mention she shattered all of the windows? Well, she did, so Hiccup was helping me clean up and goodness, you almost scared me half to death! I thought she was back, but I guess she really can't do that…oh I'm so happy you're here!"

Flynn stared blankly for a couple of moments, obviously having missed much of what she said in her haste, and offered a nervous laugh, "Okay, okay, I get it. I'll lay off on the exaggeration when I enthrall you with my tales of college. So, what actually happened?"

The room froze. Blue orbs flicked anxiously between the couple and Hiccup. Rapunzel stuttered and unwrapped her legs around Flynn, lowering her feet to the floor.

The freckled teen felt his heart clench, but forced out a chuckle, "Heh, you-you caught us, um, actually I was just stopping by after school to say hi and, uh, it-it turns out Rapunzel's house is on some sort of miniature fault line. So, when a little t-tremor hit earlier, well, her house g-got hit worse than the others and yeah, you can s-see the damage for yourself. I was just helping her clean up."

"Gotcha. Got any more brooms, Punzie?" he gratefully accepted the fabricated excuse.

Rapunzel seemed taken aback, still hurt that such an important experience was brushed to the side. Guilt slithered around the young teen's stomach for inadvertently dragging her into his world. A world where truth was met with incredulity and lying was a necessity.

Before the blonde could answer, her stomach growled, "Actually, I haven't really eaten anything all day. Maybe we should eat first."

"Oh, well, why don't we head to The Snuggly Duckling? My treat," Flynn grinned, eager to brighten her day, "Then I can help you clean up, though you might want to stay at my house until we can replace your windows…"

"Thank you, Eugene, that's so sweet of you," she smiled and gave him a quick peck on the cheek.

At the expectant spring green orbs, Hiccup shook his head, "Uh, actually, I should, uh, you know, head home. My dad'll be worried if I'm not there when he gets home, but, uh, I can stop by tomorrow to help you clean up, yeah?"

"Yeah," Jack chimed in, wrapping an arm around the smaller teen, "I'll walk Hic home. You two love birds go have fun."

Flynn shot them both an appreciative smile, but Rapunzel still seemed troubled, so the freckled teen spoke up, "We can, um, catch up more tomorrow, alright?"

"Alright," she nodded, brain undoubtedly buzzing with questions that would have to wait.

With that the two groups separated, Pascal sitting smugly atop Rapunzel's story and glaring at the elder brunette from time to time. The younger teens waved the couple off.

As they were pulling onto the street, Hiccup could hear Flynn ask, "So, what's with the hair? I thought you liked it super long?"

"I…I guess I was ready for a change," the blonde answered lightly, glancing out the window as they passed the duo.

The freckled teen could hear the smirk in his voice, "Well, I don't know how you managed it, but somehow it makes you look even cuter."

That sparked a small smile from the young brunette as the car sped out of hearing range. The arm around his shoulders tightened, pulling him close to the whitette.

"So, you gonna tell me what really happened?" Jack questioned, as his father nodded in encouragement.

Hiccup allowed his head to rest against his friend's cushioned shoulder, "Yeah, but I'd rather wait until we get home. Dad's working late tonight so it should be fine…ugh Toothless is going to kill me."

"That's what you get for lying. I might actually side with the little devil for once," the deep chuckle rumbled through his chest, comforting the brunette.

"Hey, no fair. That's two-er-three against one. You've got your dad on you side. This, sir, reeks of prejudice!" he teased tiredly, glancing up at the darkening sky.

"What happened to all that 'raw Vikingness'? Three on one should be a piece of cake to a muscle head like yourself," Jack snickered, earning a grin from his father.

The brunette pouted, "This Viking has done enough work for one day, thank you very much, and has no time to deal with your scrawny butt."

"And what exactly did you plan on doing with my 'scrawny butt'?" the whitette smirked deviously.

Hiccup shot up and attempted to push away from the elder teen, but the strong arm kept him in place, "Wh–you-you, gah, y-you're s-so immat-tr-true."

Jack just cackled until his blushing friend settled down, "Serves you right for lying. Next ghostie that pops up, I'm coming along!"

"And h-how, pray tell, are you supposed to help?" he deadpanned, cheeks cooling in the wintery air.

Pale brows lifted in challenge, "Well, I'll at least be better than that mangy devil, I'll actually be there."

The freckled teen stumbled for a moment before regaining his footing, "Oh, uh, speaking of Toothless…I need to stop by a grocery store to buy him some cod."

"Why?" his nose wrinkled in disgust.

"If we want to get in without getting our faces clawed off, it's a necessity," Hiccup shrugged, starting to pull his friend towards the closest store.

"I do like my face," the whitette grinned, picking up the pace, "But as soon as we appease your demonic familiar, you have to tell me what happened and no skimping on the details."

The brunette was already nodding before he finished the terms, "Deal."

"Alright, cod here we come!" Jack shouted, tearing off down the street.

The elder teen all but dragged his protesting friend while Mr. Frost floated behind them, shaking his head fondly at their antics. Vermillion light painted their path as the sun began its slow decent and the moon rose to brighten their way home.

**Thanks for reading! Yay the fluff has returned (at least a little bit). I have a head cannon that Hiccup can sass anything you throw at him until it starts to get flirty and then he's just a little blushing ball of dork. Also, Flynn is not well educated on fault lines or earthquakes. I might include a more in depth explanation on how Gothel crossed over next chapter if Hic talks to Jack about it, but I'm not sure yet, so let me know if you have any questions on that because there is reasoning behind it (whether or not it's good reasoning is debatable). But yeah, Toothless is super pissed that Hiccup put himself in danger, Hiccup is right to fear his protective wrath.**

**Okay, regarding last chapter, it's been a while since Flynn's backstory has been mentioned and it may help make the last chapter less confusing. Eugene grew up at the Burgess orphanage and started calling himself Flynn after his favorite protagonist. He liked to go on adventures in the local woods and bring back treasures for the other kids at the orphanage (weirdly shaped fruits, nuts, sticks or strange mushrooms, or pretty flowers, etc.) and stumbled upon an abandoned shack which he obviously had to explore. He found a girl and a chameleon and thought they'd be awesome side kicks so they played for a while, got lost and Eugene took them back to the orphanage, figuring one of the employees could locate her not-so-abandoned house. Rapunzel was looking at their billboard and found a missing-poster of herself. **

**animelovernewbie - you were right, Jack did turn up (cause he got worried when Hiccup didn't come to the orphanage so he went to go check on him) =)  
><strong>

**kitty.0 - nobody really knew Gothel was out there and she was never found, even after Rapunzel returned home. And thank you so much! It would really help to have someone to bounce ideas off of when I get stuck ^^**

**LittleWretchedJane - Gothel isn't on drugs but she is definitely mentally unwell - she lives out in the woods alone, obsesses about a flower, then projects a fairy tale onto reality, and yikes, yeah, the broken mirror from Rapunzel's memory is kind of an indication of her grasp on reality - she couldn't see what was actually going on (when singing the song with Rapunzel's hair didn't make her appear any younger, she shattered the mirror since it didn't add up to her perception of the world) so yeah, Gothel's got issues and she just got a reality check. So, yeah, the hair is not magical, but your idea is really cool, that it wouldn't work on Gothel because she had no physical form present to heal. Protectors of Hiccup is just something that popped out of my head when I was answering the review, so it's not a thing yet, but it could be - if it is/becomes part of the story Hiccup is ignorant of its existence. It will be a pain to clean everything up and explain it Rapunzel's parents when they get back from their trip on Monday, these dorks have some work to do. And thank you! You guys are so awesome it would be really great to discuss ideas with you and I love hearing random ideas! They're what inspire me to write, so I would love to hear yours ^^ Also you have pretty great powers of prediction if this ch. is anything to go by - yeah, I've already planned some trigger warnings for when Dagur's role becomes more prominent. There is a reason Dagur is so obsessed with Hiccup and I really look forward to writing that ch. from Dagur's pov, but it won't be for a while.**

**httydfreakforever - Thank you! I will definitely come to you for aid as their relationship develops =)**

**Warning/notice thingy - The summer is coming to an end and with it my free time. I don't know how many more chapters I'll be able to write before I head back to school, though I will do my best not to leave the last one on a cliffhanger-that would be too cruel. Once school does start I have no idea if I'll be able to get any recreational writing down until my fall or winter break. Thank you all again for reading my story, please review or pm me if you have any questions regarding it or my schedule. **


	26. Chapter 26

**Hi! I'm back with ch. 26! I am so sorry for the long delay as well as the lack of length, excitement, or progress in this chapter -_-'' though it does have some nice fluff ^^; I had no time for writing during school and 4 research papers to write, so by the time break came I just wanted a break from writing in general. Also I've been having some major writer's block, the kind where I know what's supposed to happen but I just can't get it down, so I apologize again if the contents of this chapter isn't up to par with my other ones. I doubt I'll have time to get another chapter out before this break is over, so this will probably be the last one for a couple months. Enough of my rambling though, I own nothing but the plot and I really do hope you enjoy reading!**

The two teens sat at the kitchen table, for the most part unscathed. Toothless dragged the cod to the front door and angrily began tearing into the peace offering. Two pairs of eyes watched the feline wearily.

"So, I guess that means we're not going anywhere for a while," the whitette deduced.

Hiccup shrugged, "N-not exactly. You're free to go whenever, but me? Yeah I'll be stuck until his mood wears off."

"I don't blame him, after what you did. It was extremely foolish to go after such a dangerous ghost by yourself, Hiccup. You're very lucky you and Rapunzel weren't seriously harmed," Mr. Frost frowned, floating beside his son.

"B-but everything turned out alright in the end! We're both still alive and Gothel crossed over," the brunette argued, earning a growl from Toothless and a quirked brow from Jack.

"Uh, hate to break it to you Hic, but Punzie's house is totally trashed. I mean, better the house than you two, but still. I'm not sure how, but that may have been prevented if you just went back and got your demonic cat. Why didn't you?" the elder frowned at his friend.

The freckled teen shifted uncomfortably in his seat, forest green eyes refusing to meet icy blue, "I-I, w-well, you see, th-the thing is, uh…"

"Hiccup," Mr. Frost spoke sternly, demanding an explanation.

One hand ran nervously through auburn hair, "I-it's just, I had this- this _feeling_ that, er, that if I went b-back for Toothless, I-I w-wouldn't make it in t-time, that it-it w-would've been t-t-too late…B-by the time I got-t there, a–a lot of d-damage had al-already been d-done."

"Then you should have let me come," Jack paused, and then offered a small smile, "But, hey, what's done is done. Just remember you're not alone, kay Hic? Don't put yourself in more danger than you need to."

Something about the elder teen's comment struck a cord in the freckled teen, but for now he brushed it aside and nodded hurriedly, "Y-yeah. I'll, uh, I'll keep that in-in mind."

A grin stretched wide across the whitette's face, "Great, now tell me what the heck happened back there, cause I am dying to know."

"Yes, do tell," Mr. Frost agreed, settling on the cabinet.

"Oh, yeah, that p-probably warrants some sort of, um, explanation, yeah. So, I guess I'll start from the beginning? Uh, I biked over to Rapunzel's house, and, oh crap I forgot to grab my bike, I'll have to get that later…but anyway, I, uh, I got there and, did you see that boulder in the front yard? Yeah, that was in front of her door and despite all this, er, muscle I've got, I couldn't move it. So, I had to get in from the second floor, oh yeah, the, um, the back door was blocked too, so then I heard these voices and–" the brunette rambled, gesturing sporadically with his hands.

"Whoa whoa whoa, hold on a sec. You got in through the second floor? How'd you get up there?" Jack questioned with raised brows.

"Oh, I just climbed up a tree in the backyard and was lucky enough to find an unlocked window, kinda breaking and entering, but given the circumstances…" the younger teen shrugged.

Icy blue eyes appraised the other and a smile stretched across his face, "So you climbed a tree and broke in? Dude, that's pretty badass."

A light rose flushed the brunette's cheeks, "Heh, yeah what m-more would you expect from a-a Viking?"

"Yeah, I should've seen it coming. So what did the brave little Viking do next?" the whitette questioned with twinkling eyes, balancing on the back two legs of the chair.

"Oh, well, after I got in, I went downstairs and found Rapunzel along with a very cranky ghost. There may have been a, er, rather not-so-friendly greeting waiting for me, what with the floating silverware and all–I'm sure you saw it all over the ground when you got there–but Rapunzel made sure I stayed in one piece. Did you know she carries around a huge frying pan with her? Cause she does and wow can she use it. Like, seriously, if I wasn't so freaked out I would've been really impressed, I mean I am impressed, but, oh, oops babbling again. Er, anyway, I tried to explain what was going on, the whole 'guess what you're being haunted by a ghost' bit and she took it really well I think. I mean, she didn't think I was crazy, so that's a plus. But it took her a while to remember Gothel, because she hadn't seen her in over a decade. For some reason, Gothel thought Rapunzel had magical hair, you know, like in the fairy tale? And she thought if Rapunzel sang this weird song, she would come back to life. Well, when that didn't work, Gothel freaked out and shattered all the windows. She spent so much energy that she was weak, er, calm enough to approach. Eventually we got her to crossover. Then, uh, Rapunzel decided to cut her hair and that's when I, um, I may have jumped out the broken window and fallen on some glass – but no worries, I am a-ok and–" Hiccup rambled, only to be cut off once more.

"Wait, you fell on broken glass?" all four legs of the chair hit the floor as Jack jumped to his feet, "You need that clean ten minutes ago. Alright where do you keep the hydrogen peroxide?"

"Hey, I'm fine, it's just a little scratch, it doesn't need that much attention," the brunette held up his hands placating.

"Nuh uh, wounds from glass can easily get infected, now go get some peroxide, tweezers, cotton balls, and bandages," the whitette ordered, as he headed towards the kitchen sink.

"Really, Jack, it's fine," he tried, but a pale brow rose challengingly.

"Jack is correct, Hiccup. You really need to disinfect those wounds quickly," Mr. Frost cut in.

The freckled teen sighed, "Fine, fine, I'll be right back."

Hiccup grumbled as he left the room, heading for the bathroom. He could hear a deep chuckle emanate from the kitchen, and his annoyance was replaced by an exasperated fondness. The elder teen just wanted to help and if it made him feel better, Hiccup might as well oblige him. After rummaging through the medicine cabinet and grabbing the requested items, the brunette returned to the other room. Jack stood by the table, two cups and a washcloth at the ready.

The elder teen gestured towards the table, "Take a seat, my freckled friend, and let me take a look."

"What, so you're a doctor now? I'm not sure I trust your medical competency," the brunette scoffed, but complied, setting his supplies on the table next to the others.

Icy blue orbs narrowed with mirth, "Yeah, yeah, laugh it up fishbone. Try living with a horde of accident-prone roughhousing-little-monsters. It's literally impossible not to pick up this stuff."

"Really now?" Hiccup grinned, watching those blue eyes roll.

"Really. Now stop talking and let me work," he demanded, kneeling in front of the seated youth, "Okay, now how did you land on the glass?"

The freckled teen thought for a moment, before holding out his left arm at an acute angle and motioning with his other hand, "On my left side like, uh, like this?"

"Okay, bend and straighten your leg, do you feel anything scratching you?" Jack asked, reaching up and grabbing the tweezers.

Hiccup tested it out a couple times before shaking his head, "Nope."

"Cool, those can stay on. Now you need to take off your shirt," the elder teen nodded to himself.

"What?! W-whyyy would I d-do that?" the freckled teen gasped, holding down the edge of his shirt as if afraid the elder teen would forcibly remove it.

"So I can check for any more impaled glass," the whitette huffed, hiding an amused smile.

The younger teen was flabbergasted, "Ah, how about no."

"How about yes? Come on, I need to make sure I clean all your cuts so you don't get an infection," at his friend's stubborn head shake, he turned to the door, "Hey, demon cat, gimme some back up, will you?"

Toothless merely growled, still upset with both teens.

Jack turned back to his patient, "Useless feline. Hey, is my dad here? Ask him."

"Jack's right," the man shrugged nonchalantly, but amusement glimmered in his eyes.

Hiccup turned back to the whitette, "Y-your dad s-s-said it, that it's, uh, i-it's c-completely un-unnecessary."

Icy blue orbs rolled, "Sure he did. Seriously, Hic, we need to check it out."

The brunette bit his lip and turned his gaze downwards. The young teen had a less than positive self-image. His prosthetic was only part of the reason Hiccup waited to change until the locker room was empty. He was too short and too scrawny, too thin and too weak. He was gangly and pasty and spotted and scarred. His clothed appearance was pathetic, but at least he could then pretend what lay beneath it was not more so. Forest green eyes hesitantly rose to meet icy blue. But this was Jack. Jack who accepted his awkward nature and unpleasant appearance. He could trust the elder teen not to ridicule–tease perhaps, but not ridicule–him for his unsightly form. Plus the possibility of further wounds, for there was a lot of broken glass, loomed over him as well. The brunette released a defeated sigh, gaze turned back to the floor, and tentatively removed his shirt.

"Alright, there we go," Jack cheered, grabbing the shirt and setting it beside him on the ground, "Now just try to hold still."

That was easier said than done as arctic fingers lightly grabbed his left arm to reposition it in the light.

Hiccup yelped at the touch, jumping slightly, "H-holy crap Jack! You're like ice!"

"Oh, come on, a little cold never hurt anybody," the whitette tried to defend himself, but failed to suppress his amused smirk.

"How about no. If-if I don't get a sh-sh-shirt, you, sir, don't get to f-freeze me as well," the freckled teen asserted, moving his arm out of the other's reach.

The elder teen groaned, "Fine, I guess we don't want the mighty Viking catching his death of cold from ol' Jack Frost."

With a teasing grin, the elder stood and headed for the kitchen sink. After running his hands under warm water for an almost uncomfortable amount of time, he dried them and returned to kneeling in front of his young friend.

"Happy now?" the whitette asked, poking the other teen's cheek.

A freckled hand smacked his away, "Yeah, could we, uh, could we just get this over with?"

"Sure. Now hold still, I'll let you know if I see any glass," Jack answered, grabbing the tweezers in one hand and the freckled arm in the other.

Slightly chilled fingers held his left arm out for inspection, icy blue eyes scanning the imperfect skin for injuries.

"So, what happened after you jumped out the broken window?" he questioned conversationally, or perhaps to distract the brunette from his necessary but discomforting scrutiny.

Forest green orbs flickered to the whitette before returning to the floor, "Oh, um, after that we went back inside and started cleaning up. Well, more like Rapunzel grabbed some brooms right before you and Flynn barged in, so we really didn't get anything done…"

"Gotcha, then Punzie tried to explain what happened. Not gonna lie, all I got out of that was something about flying knives, someone named Eugene, and kidnapping?" the elder teen inquired, glancing upwards briefly.

The brunette rubbed the back of his neck with his free hand, "Oh, yeah, um, about that. The flying knives were Gothel's doing. Uh, Eugene is Flynn? I think. Like a nickname, or maybe Flynn is the nickname, I, uh, I'm not really sure. The whole, er, kidnaping thing, is, um, well I'm not so sure it's my story to tell? I mean, I don't know if the, uh, the person to whom it pertains would want me, er, d-disclosing that information."

Jack held the tweezers to his chest in mock hurt, "Oh, I see how it is. I go through all this trouble and this is the thanks I get?"

However, the freckled teen seemed somewhat distressed, tugging his arm away from the other and hunching a bit, "Y-y-you d-don't have to. I-I can do it my-myself."

"Hey, I was just kidding," a kind and faintly apologetic smile lit the elder teen's face, "I understand not wanting to share certain things and I want to help. Besides, it's a lot easier for me to do it, rather than you trying to use a mirror or something."

The brunette shifted uneasily before offering his arm once more; he really didn't want to be a burden, but Jack did have a good point, "I-if you're sure…"

"Yeah, I'm almost done anyway…and…there, okay no glass in your arm," he paused, shifting closer to his friend, "Now let's check your torso. Did your back or chest hit the ground at all?"

Hiccup moved his arm out of the way, a blush deepening on his face as he was examined further, "No, uh, j-just my s-side."

Pale fingers traced down his side, stopping just below his ribcage, "Okay, hold still. This might sting a little."

The younger teen held his breath and turned away. Jack placed his left hand in a half moon around the injury, and then carefully removed the small piece of glass. He quickly deposited the piece in the trash, then grabbed the two cups, one filled with water and the other empty. While Hiccup barely flinched when the glass was removed, he jumped and yelped as cool water washed over the area. Jack only hushed him as he caught the water in the empty cup, then grabbed the soapy washcloth, and slathered it over his skin. He dribbled some peroxide onto a cotton ball, applied it over the cut, receiving a hiss from the younger teen, and then placed on a Band-Aid.

"See? Not so bad," Jack grinned, rinsing out the two cups and filling one back up with water.

The freckled teen shivered, "Yeah…is-is the peroxide really, uh, necessary?"

"Definitely," the whitette returned and adopted a teasing grin, "Aww, does Hiccy need me to kiss it better?"

If the brunette's cheeks were pink before, now they were surely crimson, "Wha-?! No! No no no, d-definitely not!"

"Why not?" the other snickered, getting back to work.

He easily slipped into deadpan once he was sure the whitette wasn't going to proceed with his offer, "Because that would be counterproductive, we're trying to disinfect my cuts, remember?"

"Oh, ouch, le sass has returned," Jack feigned hurt, before pausing again, "Oop, found another one, hold still…"

The elder teen repeated his earlier process twice more before he finished inspecting his friend. Hiccup sighed in relief and grabbed his shirt.

"Alright, now all we need to clean is that cut on your cheek and we'll be done," the whitette grinned, repeating the process a final time.

The brunette rubbed his bandaged cheek absentmindedly as his friend began to put away their supplies, "Uh, J-Jack? Thanks."

Jack perked up at the sound of his name, a wide grin stretching across his face, "No problemo Freckles, tis my pleasure to help out little damsels in need."

The younger teen huffed good-naturedly and sent the other a glare with no malice.

"But I do need to ask, did-did Dagur do all…that?" the whitette questioned, waving vaguely towards his friend's chest, though Hiccup immediately knew he was asking about all the little scars littering that area.

"Oh, no, that was, uh, well, that was mostly my fault," he chuckled nervously, "You see, I use to work at this forge back, um, back in Berk. Molten steel, razor sharp blades, lots of time to myself…yeah that was often a recipe for disaster. Though Gobber, he was my, uh, my mentor, he tried to keep me out of trouble, but, as they say, it's, um, 'it's only fun if you get a scar out of it'."

Icy blue orbs eyed him incredulously, "Hold on just a second. First of all, speaking as a master of the art of fun, a scar is definitely not required. Cool? Maybe. Memorable? Definitely. But necessary? No way. Secondly, your dad just let you work in a n actual forge with molten metal?"

"'Let' is a little weak, um, required might be a better word choice. He kinda stuck me there, as weird as it might sound, to keep me out of trouble. I guess it sort of had the desired effects? At least, all my mistakes were centralized in one area…uh, on the bright side though, that's where I learned how to make Toothless's and my prosthetics," he smiled awkwardly and gestured to his left leg.

Jack shook his head with a small smile and ruffled his friend's hair, "For a little nerd, you are seriously hard core."

The brunette batted the hand away, "Uh, thanks?"

"Take the complement," the whitette grinned before glancing at the clock, "Yikes, I better get going soon. Are you gonna be alright on your own?"

"Of course, Gothel's gone. Plus, I've got Toothless with me. I'll be fine," he offered a small smile.

"Alright, so I'll meet you here tomorrow morning and then we'll walk over to Punzie's?" the elder teen questioned, glancing between his friend and the door.

The freckled teen nodded, "Yeah, that, uh, that sounds good. Just make sure you're hear early, Snowflake, or I'll have to leave without you."

"But what's the point of having a weekend if you don't sleep in?" the whitette whined, but at Hiccup's look soon conceded, "Fine, I'll be here bright and early. The things I do for you…"

As the elder teen headed for the door, carefully watching the aggressive feline, the brunette called out, "Thanks again Jack. I owe you, uh, another one."

Jack scoffed, "You don't owe me a thing, Hic, it's what friends are for. No go get some sleep before you pass out in your kitchen and I'll see you tomorrow."

With that the whitette quickly made his escape past the hissing Toothless. Hiccup glanced down, not realizing he had been swaying slightly with fatigue. It was a long day, filled with worry, stress, and plenty of adrenaline. He sighed and made towards the steps only to be halted by an irritated growl. Forest green orbs turned to meet acid green flickering between himself and the fridge. The brunette's stomach growled at the reminder.

"Okay, fine, I'll grab something to eat and then head to bed. Will that make you happy?" the freckled teen drawled, heading back into the kitchen.

The feline only huffed and went back to gnawing on his treat, tail flicking back and forth. It would be a while yet until Toothless forgave him. The cat refused to move until Hiccup went to his room for the night. The feline re-stationed himself inside the bedroom, prowling between the door and the window.

"Bud, I'm exhausted and you need some rest too. Come on, Toothless. I promise I won't try to escape in the middle of the night," the brunette beseeched his friend as he made a show of taking off his prosthetic and placing it as far as he could from the bed while still being able to reach it in the morning.

Toothless flicked his ears back and forth, then turned away from the freckled boy. The young teen sighed and wiggled under the covers, allowing his exhaustion to pull him into a much-needed slumber. What the boy didn't realize was that his feline friend wasn't worried about keeping him, Toothless was worried about keeping the persistent shadows out.

**Thanks for reading! So, Jack knows whats what and next time Rapunzel will finally have a chance to get her questions answered. I really want to give a special thanks to everyone who reviewed-it's really helped motivate me to keep writing even through the writer's block =D Now to answer questions:**

**LittleWretchedJane - knowing Rapunzel, she'll probably clean her hair and donate it =) and i hope this chapter was fluffy enough. As far as the relationship front goes, I want to work out a few chapters more from Jack's point of view once I've finished wrapping up this arc with Rapunzel, so be on the lookout. And thank you again for all your help~**

**Dragonninja-fa - that's a cool idea, but, with what I have planned for this story, it really wouldn't work - but thanks =)**

**Kitsu Maxwell - thank you so much! I don't actually have a stutter, nor have I met anyone with one, so I was a little worried I might have offended someone by misrepresenting it, but your comment put my worries to rest =) Even though I have Jack joking about Hiccup being a damsel in distress, he isn't helpless. Yes, I love putting characters in high-risk, emotionally taxing, and difficult situations, but they don't wait around to or expect to be saved. When Hiccup was confronted with the Stabbington brothers he tried to escape and coordinated with the ghosts around him to try and get out of there. Yes, he needed Jack's and his father's help to make it out of there alive, but so would any other character in that situation, who lacked the physical capacity to fight off the attackers. I think that's why how I write Hiccup doesn't fall into what is traditionally thought of as overly effeminate. Sorry, that's probably too much information, but I'm just really passionate about these characters ^^''**

**faisyah865**** - spoiler alert, it's up to opinion/interpretation, but I personally will go with Dagur**

** Thanks again for reading! Oh, and if anyone has any suggestions for more benign ghosts I would love to hear them! **


	27. Chapter 27

**Hi! I'm back with chapter 27! I cannot begin to apologize for how long it has taken me to write this. I've been having some major writer's block (not to mention real life commitments) and it'll probably continue until I get to the next arc. Now, I have found that I write more when I work on two projects simultaneously, because as soon as I reach a block in one work, I move on to another. So, if anyone has drabble requests, let me know, and it'll help me to work on those and this story. This chapter and the next (which is almost done, just a couple paragraphs to go) were originally going to be one, but it was getting a little too long, so I'm splitting them into two chapters. This one is from Rapunzel's perspective exclusively and the next will be from Jack's. Please let me know if anyone sounds ooc as it's been a while since I've worked with these characters. ****I own nothing but the plot and hope you enjoy reading!**

Dark eyelashes fluttered, hesitant to open fully against the light filtering in through the bedroom window. A hazy mind first registered the strong arms limply curled around her. Second was the steady heartbeat of her beloved, right beneath her head. The blonde smiled fondly, inhaling the woodsy scent that was uniquely Eugene. She allowed herself to relax and maybe rest for just a little longer. Slowly, her brain began to piece back together her last waking memories - her boyfriend insisting she spend the night, a long overdue dinner at the Snuggly Duckling, waving goodbye to Hiccup and Jack, cutting her hair….broken glass, flying knives, locking doors!

Rapunzel sat up suddenly, wide eyes staring about the room as if waiting for Gothel to appear before her, to drag her back to that shack in the woods, never to see daylight again. A quiet moan broke her train of thought. Eugene shifted in his sleep, a small pout pulling at his handsome face as he reached for his dislodged teddy-bear. That brought a slight smile to the blonde's face. She wiggled her way fully out of her boyfriend's grasp and slipped a pillow in her stead. She would not be able rest anymore. The brunette hummed in his sleep, gently squeezing the pillow, as Rapunzel slipped out of bed. Standing there for a moment, spring green orbs scanned the room, searching for….aha! Pascal was perched on the windowsill. The little chameleon chirped a sleepy greeting as she picked him up and placed him atop her head. The duo tiptoed down the stairs and into the kitchen, where Pascal was quickly deposited onto the center table. The teen got to work quickly, dancing around the cabinets to whip together a fresh batch of pancakes for when Eugene awoke. A smile played at her lips as she hummed quietly to herself. She felt lighter, faster, _freer_, and almost couldn't help the urge to break into song. Nothing was weighing her down anymore, nothing could snatch the grin off her face, nothing could -

Rapunzel jumped at the sound of creaking floorboards, spatula at the ready to fend off her invisible foe. Two long, muscled legs, a pair of flannel boxers, and a white t-shirt thumped down the steps, revealing a yawning Eugene. The blonde quickly dropped her defensive position, chuckling nervously. Okay, so perhaps she was still a little jumpy after everything that happened yesterday.

"Uwaah…mornin' Punz," he smiled sleepily.

She gave him a quick peck on the cheek before turning back to the stove top, "Good morning Eugene! Did you sleep well?"

The blonde could sense the pout forming before two arms wrapped around her waist and a chin plopped down on her head, "Fine until you left."

Rapunzel rolled her eyes fondly and bopped him on the nose, "Do you want the pancakes to burn?"

He hummed, the vibrations reverberating against her back, "Anything I can help with?"

"You could set the table," the blonde smiled, flipping a pancake.

"But that means I can't keep holding you," he frowned, burying his cheek into the short, poofy hair.

She tapped her chin in mock thoughtfulness, "Hmm, that is true isn't it."

He sighed dramatically and released her, shuffling to the cabinets and then slumping to the table. Soon he started pestering Pascal and the two, per norm, started squabbling. Before a real fight could break out, a stack of fresh pancakes was placed in the center of the table, along with butter, syrup, and some fresh cut strawberries.

"Whoa, everything looks delicious Punz, thanks!" Eugene cheered, maple eyes sparkling.

That brought a bright grin to Rapunzel's face as she joined them. Breakfast flew by with pleasant, idle chatter and soon the couple were clearing plates. Eugene offered to do the dishes, so the blonde got ready for the day. While her boyfriend got changed, Rapunzel went into the bathroom to borrow some cleaning supplies. The brunette grabbed a bag to hold his work clothes and the trio was ready to go.

A wave of anxiety hit the blonde as they pulled up to her rather trashed house. Her hands itched to feel the cold metal of her frying pan, for the first time regretting her short hair, as it meant she could not carry her weapon of choice on person. Of course, there were plenty of utensils waiting inside, ready to use, but that was the whole issue, wasn't it? Everything in that house had been turned against her and she was about to walk in there with no protection.

"Hey, you okay?" the deep voice beside her asked, worry clear in his tone.

She took a deep breath and plastered a smile onto her face before turning towards him, "I'm fine, let's get going. We've got plenty to do!"

Bushy brows furrowed in concern, as he replied with a hesitant, "Sure."

Rapunzel hopped out of the car, shouldering her bag of cleaning supplies. Nothing in that house could attack them, she reminded herself, since Gothel's ghost was gone. Eugene wasn't worried, because he didn't take her seriously when she tried to explain what happened. That still stung, but the blonde couldn't really blame him. She was still having a hard time with it herself and she had lived through it! What was the cover story again...? The earthquake. She really was lucky Eugene had little knowledge of the physical sciences.

"Where are the brooms again? ...Oh, never mind, found them!" he called from inside.

"Alright! I'll clean up the front, then meet you inside!" she yelled back, setting down her bag by the mailbox before getting to work.

First, she found the end of her hair and began rolling it in a loop around her left hand and elbow. The golden locks were filled with grass and twigs at first, but soon she started seeing glimmers of broken glass. Carefully, she continued wrapping up her hair, meticulous of her hand placement so as not to impale it on the broken shards. After a few minutes she reached the end of long strands and placed it in Eugene's trunk for safe keeping. Once she had the time, the blonde would clean the golden locks and donate them. For now, she went about the yard, picking up shards of glass and the odd piece of silverware. Once she was finished, she found the trashcan Eugene pushed near the door for her and dropped her load in. The brunette had kindly cleared the entryway and was currently working on the kitchen. Rapunzel grabbed another broom and joined him. They worked in comfortable silence, until Eugene started hip-bumping her. The blonde couldn't contain her giggles as she returned the gesture. The brunette laughed as he was jolted to the side.

Eugene lifted his broom, the wooden end pointed towards his companion, "En garde!"

Spring green eyes twinkled as she brought up her own in retaliation, "Haha, bring it on Rider!"

Just as their weapons were about to clash, a knock at the door sounded.

Rapunzel froze for a moment, nerves clenching her stomach once more. Concerned brown orbs flickered between the blonde and the door, before another knock sounded.

"Coming!" Eugene yelled, gently rubbing Rapunzel's shoulder in a comforting gesture, then ran towards the door.

The blonde shook her head. Okay, she really needed to calm down. Nothing was going to pop out of the walls and start throwing forks at her, or torment her, or-or anything. She just needed to take a few deep breaths and -

"Hey Rapunzel, some little rascals came to help us out," Eugene called as he turned the corner, two smaller teens trailing behind him.

"Sorry we're late," Hiccup apologized, one hand scratching Toothless's ear who rode on his shoulders, "Someone slept in and - "

"Hey! It was your stupid cat who was holding us up, he - " the whitette interrupted, jabbing a finger at the furry fiend.

"What? Don't try blaming Toothless, Frosty. This feline is the pinnacle of innocence. Aren't you Bud? Yes you are. You didn't do anything to that mean old snowman, he's just cranky 'cause he didn't get enough beauty sleep," Hiccup retaliated, nuzzling against the cat and playing with his paws.

Toothless purred in confirmation.

"Excuse me? I don't need beauty sleep to look this fabulous," Jack scoffed, folding his arms and turning away from the tiny brunette.

The younger teen snorted as he continued passed the elder, "Suuurre, you keep telling yourself that."

Icy blue orbs shot open, "Oh you did not - "

Rapunzel held a hand over her mouth to hide her giggles, "Heh, guys, guys, it's fine."

"Yeah, you're actually right on time. I need to head out, so you two can pick up where I leave off. I know, I know, you're probably shaking in your boots wondering how you two could ever make an adequate replacement for the great Flynn Rider. Worry not, it is an impossible task that no one expects you to accomplish. Just do your best and try not to break anything else," the tall brunette grinned, ruffling a mop of white with his right hand and auburn with his left.

Freckled hands brushed away the offending appendage as the young teen drawled, "Oh, thank you so much, I-I don't know what I would've done, had you not offered such sound advice."

Eugene puffed his chest up, "No need to thank me. Just doing-"

Jack stopped laughing long enough to quip back, "Haha, yeah right! Like you got anything done, you lazy a-"

"You dare doubt the productivity of Flynn Rider?! You know not what you say," the tall brunette spoke grimly, shaking his head.

As much as Rapunzel enjoyed the banter, she knew her dork was on a time crunch, "Oh great Flynn Rider? Did you perchance forget about your other obligations? Namely work?"

Eugene glanced down at his phone, "Oh shhhhhoot! I need to head out, I'll pick you up after work, okay Punz?"

She nodded as he came closer for a quick peck goodbye before turning to the other teens, "And you two...thanks for helping out and try not to step on any broken glass."

"Sure thing Rider!" Jack called as the tall brunette rushed for the door.

Hiccup offered a small wave, waited for the door to shut, then turned to Rapunzel, "So, you got an extra broom lying around here or..."

The blonde bonked her head softly, "Whoops, yeah, I'll go grab one. Be back in a jiffy!"

She carefully made her way down the hallway and grabbed another, returning to the sight of Toothless padding around on the floor. The sleek, black feline glanced up at her with intelligent eyes and dilated pupils. A small head cocked to the side and released a tiny meow. Well if that wasn't the cutest thing she ever saw~  
>"Hey Bud, what was that?" her freckled friend called from the other room.<p>

Toothless turned around and trotted to the auburnette, rubbing around his legs then sitting before him and repeating the same movements.

"Oh, I don't know...Hey Rapunzel, do you know where Pascal is?" he questioned, glancing around the room.

"He's probably still at the kitchen table," she smiled, happy the feline had made fast friends with her chameleon companion.

Toothless immediately turned and trotted towards the kitchen. Rapunzel joined the two teens in the living room and started sweeping.

Jack leaned casually against his broom, a devious smile spreading across his face, "I propose that whoever cleans the least has to buy pizza."

"I was planning on just cooking us something when we need a break," the eldest teen cut in, pausing her work.

A pale hand waved off her suggestion, "No way. You're gonna be tired after we do all this work, we're not making you cook. Plus, who could say no to pizza?"

"Alright, sounds good to me. But I will have you know I am a master cleaner," she warned with a grin.

"I'm always up for a challenge," he turned towards the brunette, "What'd'ya say Hic? Think you can beat us?"

Forest green eyes narrowed playfully, "You're on Frosty."

For a while the three raced about, establishing their piles so that they could compare later. Jack decided the funnest way to play his game would be to continually bump into Hiccup to 'sabotage' the little teen. Eventually her freckled friend had enough of the teasing and called in Toothless. The feline quickly appeared, Pascal atop his furry head, and hissed at the whitette. Jack jumped back with a colorful string of curses, eliciting a healthy dose of laughter from the other teens. From then on the cat prowled protectively around his human. Jack did not pout long and soon turned to Rapunzel.

"So Punzie, how are you doing after yesterday with th-" he started to ask.

A slight panic fled through the elder teen at the reminder, "The earthquake? I'm fine - well, a little shook up haha - but fine."

Peppered eyebrows scrunched in mild confusion as emerald orbs turned to her, "Oh, uh, Rapunzel, Jack, he, um, he-he already kn-knows about what uh, what _really_ happened."

Spring green eyes widened looking between her friends, "He does? You do?"

"Yep," the whitette shrugged as he cleaned, "I know all about the ghosties."

Concern and mild horror pooled in her gut, "Really? What happened to you?!"

Jack paused, startled, "What?"

"Who haunted you? When? Are you alright?" she asked hurriedly, tracing over her memories for a time when her friend might've showed signs of being in trouble.

"No one? I mean, no one's haunting me or has haunted me to my knowledge?" he answered, glancing at Hiccup.

The auburnette scratched the back of his head nervously, "Er, Jack didn't really find out the way you did. I-uh-I kinda told him a-a little while ago."

"Oh," she responded, unsure what to say, but relieved all the same.

The elder teen grinned sheepishly, "Yeah, I didn't quite believe him at first, but I came around eventually. So, how are you doing? Hic told me it was pretty rough."

She faltered, "I'm fine. Still a little nervous to be honest, but I'm fine."

Hiccup nodded in understanding, "Yesterday was pretty intense...was there anything you wanted to talk about?"

Rapunzel thought for a moment. Many questions raced through her mind, but one worry kept nagging at her.

"Have you ever been haunted like that before? I mean not all ghosts can be as cruel as sh-she was, but has anyone tried to hurt you like that before?"

"Oh, m-me? No, uh, not really - well actually - but they weren't really trying to hurt me - I mean, sort of? No one's tried to kill me before anyway, but, uh, some people can be really angry or confused o-or scared after they die, which is completely reasonable and-and when people are scared or confused or upset they lash out...if no one else can see you, well, let's just say I tend to be a prime candidate for their, uh, tantrums. Ghosts are just...they're just people. None of them have ever _really_ hurt me before so, yeah, no worries."

She remained quiet for a moment, absorbing the information, "So, the others aren't like _her_?"

"Nope, at least, none that I've encountered. The majority of them are usually pretty nice, or at least grateful," he smiled softly, reaching down to scratch Toothless behind the ears.

Relief, though also a slight twinge of unfairness - really of all the ghosts out there it couldn't have been a nice deceased relative? really? - flitted through her, and her trepidation was slowly replaced by a growing curiosity, "So, do everyone become ghosts after they die?"

"Nope," Jack cut in, popping the p.

The brunette shook his head, "Only those with unfinished business become ghosts when they die. The others go into the light. The light is, uh, it's a little hard to explain. Everyone ends up there eventually and they usually meet up with their loved ones. I guess you could say that, hmm, oh! that it's a-a place of peace for those who have died."

"Everyone goes there? No exceptions? What about people who do really terrible things?" the blonde questioned, confused.

The freckled teen shrugged, "From what I've seen, those ghosts have to some how reconcile or, er, come to terms with what they've done. Again, I haven't met anyone yet who's, I don't know, murdered people before, but like with Gothel, she had to acknowledge what she had done and find a way to forgive herself for it before she could cross over."

"Does every ghost have something they need to forgive themselves for?" she asked, moving towards the hallway as the living room was mostly clean.

Another head shake, "No, every ghost has a different reason for why they're sticking around. Some stay to watch over family or friends, others are really attached to what happens to objects they treasured when they were alive - like earlier this year an old woman wanted to make sure all of her wood carvings were taken care of, so she had me take them all from this shack in the woods to the antique shop."

Jack snapped his fingers, "So that's why you wanted to check out that place! I thought it was weird that you never mentioned going there again. You're a sneaky little bugger, aren't you?"

"Oh yeah, the sneakiest. Totally under the radar," forest green eyes rolled in good humor.

The whitette chuckled, "Hey, there's got to be some advantages to being so small."

Hiccup glared, "Yeah, the better with which to kick out your kneecaps. Then we'll see whose small."

Jack burst into laughter, the mental image proving too much for him to continue the banter. A smile spread across Rapunzel's face as the whitette clutched his stomach. The freckled teen merely rolled his eyes and turned back to her expectantly.

She tapped her chin in thought, "How many ghosts are there? Or, how many have you met around here?"

"Well, the answer to your first question is: a lot. Since I moved here I've met...six? No seven - well, not really seven, er, alright. I've encountered seven ghosts since moving to Burgess, but I've only really talked to six. I know there's a lot more hanging around town though," he scratched his cheek, mumbling to himself as he double-checked his numbers one more time.

Spring green eyes glanced around inquisitively, "Are there...are there any here right now?"

Hiccup immediately zeroed in on the corner of the room, before looking to Jack in query. The whitette gave a little nod, following the younger teen's gaze back to the corner.

"Yeah, actually. Uh, Mrs. Frost is here today. She, um, she says 'Hi' and that she's happy to make your acquaintance. Oh, and that she's sorry she didn't give Gothel a good lefty when she had the chance," he translated, before turning back to her.

"Ah, that is a shame. Mom has the best left hook," the pale teen smiled fondly.

"Thank you! Oh, I mean could you tell her I said thanks? And that I'm happy to meet her as well?" she bobbed her head towards the direction she assumed Mrs. Frost sat.

"Oh, uh, she can-she can hear you actually. So you can just, er, just talk to her," he paused in his sweeping to express his thoughts with his arms, "It's...It's kinda like a, uh, a one-way mirror? Yeah, a one-way mirror. Ghosts can see you and hear you, but they can't actually touch you - they just, er, phase through you - and you can't see or hear or feel them."

That made sense, sort of, but then why...

"Why can you see them and hear them then? Can you physically interact with them at all?" she wondered, giving her friend an inquisitive stare.

The freckled teen froze as Jack queried from the next room, "Yeah, do you know why?"

Forest green eyes flitted about the room, refusing to make eye-contact, as Toothless rubbed against his legs, crooning, "Oh, no, I-I can't physically int-teract with-with ghosts. And, no, I, uh, I-I really have n-no idea how or w-why I can. I mean, I've been able to ever since I c-can remember, so, there's no, uh, n-nothing that could've t-triggered it. I doubt it's g-genetic or something, because my-my dad d-definitely doesn't have it and I-I don't think my mom did. I-I never met any of my grandp-parents, so I-I-I can't be sure. I've never m-met _any_one else who can, but, there's-there's got to be someone else out there wh-who can, right? I mean, st-statistically speaking, there _has_ to be."

Rapunzel worried her bottom lip as she gazed at the freckled teen. She had just discovered ghosts existed yesterday and felt she had no grounds with which to assure her young friend. She's was about to try anyway, but Jack beat her to it.

The whitette swung around the corner, gracefully depositing his broom against the wall before wrapping an arm around bony shoulders, "Of course there are Hic. There are tons of people who claim to be psychic and commune with the dead. I betcha my lucky crook, at least one of them's not a phony. I mean really, compared to the planet's population, how many people have you actually met?"

"...n-not many," the brunette mumbled, leaning into the other's embrace.

"Exactly!" the elder teen exclaimed, bopping a rounded nose with his finger and jumping away from the expected indignant flailing, "Chill, you've got plenty of time to seek out other ghost-seers and compare notes like the little nerd you are. For now, you better focus on that pile of yours, because something tells me, you'll be the one buying pizza tonight."

The blonde giggled as Hiccup twirled around and groaned, grumbling to himself about 'stupid frostbutts'. She turned back to her own work, noticing her pile was still significantly larger than her friends'. Moving towards the stairwell, she allowed her mind to ponder further. Pascal trotted up to her, climbing up her dress to rest on her shoulder. She pet him gently with one finger before going back to her work. Her thoughts would not stop churning.

She really wasn't trying to distract the freckled teen, but... "Hiccup, how long can a ghost last in our world? Is there some sort of time limit in which they have to complete their unfinished business? What happens if they're unsuccessful, if they can't accomplish what they stayed here to?"

"Oh, uh," Hiccup's voice trailed in from the other room, "There's no time limit, er, to my knowledge anyway. I've met a ghost who was over a thousand years old! She was a viking, actually, and had been tracing a family heirloom all the way to Berk. So yeah, I doubt there's a time limit. I've never met a ghost who had an impossible task as their unfinished business, if that's what you're asking about. There were a couple I met who thought they had failed, but, uh, actually, they were just wrong about what they thought their unfinished business was. So, yeah, I don't think they can fail, unless, well, unless they never try to figure out why they're still here."

Rapunzel paused at that, "How do ghosts not know why they're still here. Or, I guess the better question might be, how do they know why they're still here?"

"That's the million dollar question," the brunette laughed softly, "Yeah, the answer is there really is no way to be sure, until it's done and their portal to the light opens. It can be really tricky and tiring trying to figure it out."

"Do all ghosts need help crossing over?" she questioned as she extracted knives from the wooden steps.

"Oh, no, a lot of them don't need help, especially those who can interact with our plane of existence, like, er, like Gothel," he sounded hesitant at the end, faltering slightly.

"Our plane of existence...?" she needed a little more clarification to what that entailed.

However, it was Jack who answered her, "Yeah, like opening and closing doors, throwing knives, exploding light bulbs in the middle of class, you know, normal ghosty stuff."

Exploding light bulbs...spring green eyes widened, "You mean that black out a few weeks ago was caused by a ghost?"

"Yeah, but uh, that's probably a story for a-another time. Some ghosts, though, can't interact with our world at all. They can see and hear what's going on, but they can only float through things," he explained.

The blonde began to sweep what she cleaned from the stairs back to her pile, "What kinds of ghosts have you met before? How did - "

A long groan interrupted her, "I'm really glad you're cool with the ghost thing and all, but can we pause this for lunch?"

Hiccup snarked back, "You're just scared I'm catching up with you, trying to quit while you're ahead."

She could hear the smirk on his face from the other room, "Eh, can't blame me, can you?"

The brunette laughed quietly, "Fine Frosty, I'll buy this time, but you owe me."

"What do we owe you?" Rapunzel asked, ready to help.

The freckled teen shook his head, "No, just Jack, cause he's cheating. He has to take out the trash while I run home to grab some cash."

The whitette leaned around the corner, sticking his tongue out at the shorter teen, "It's not cheating, I cleaned more than you and that's a fact. But fine, I am in second place, so I'll take out the trash. Now, Toothless, be careful of the glass shards when you hop in. Chop Chop, let's go."

Jack bolted from the room with a hearty laugh as the black feline leapt at him with a hiss.

Hiccup counted down quietly under his breath until a loud "OW!" resonated through the house. Toothless sauntered back into the room, sitting himself next to the brunette and began grooming a paw smugly. Icy blue eyes glared at the cat as he shuffled his way back in, before turning wide eyed to the freckled teen.

"Hiiiiicuuuuuuup, Toothless bit me!" he pouted, showing off his ankle that sported a clear set of teeth marks, but no blood.

The shorter teen glared, picking up the feline and holding him close, "That's what you deserve for picking on him. Come on Toothless, let's go."

He spun and left, leaving Jack to huff after him.

Rapunzel giggled with Pascal, turning to go find some trash bags.

**Thanks for reading! Really, thank you for sticking with me after I've been gone for so long.**

**Important! Please Read: If anyone has any questions regarding how ghosts/the afterlife works in this universe, let me know. Leave a comment or PM me and I'll have Rapunzel ask Hiccup them - by either revising this chapter, or adding them to the next one.**

**I hope this was not too repetitive from when Jack was asking about ghosts, I tried to come up with some new questions for Rapunzel to ask. Since I already know how my universe works though, I'm afraid I might be missing some questions people might still have. How did you like the Rapunzel/Eugene relationship? In this universe they've been a couple for a while now, so I hope I portrayed that correctly. Rapunzel's still a bit freaked out about Gothel, but she has a very inquisitive mind, so her fear isn't holding her back from her curiosity. Next time get ready for some hijack fluff =) Now onto questions:  
><strong>

**animelovernewbie - It'll be a little while yet before he comes back, hope you enjoyed this update!**

**faisyah865 - Hijack moments are usually my favorites to write, I'm glad you liked it =) I don't know if you should really call Jack though, who knows how that would end...**

**kitty.0 **- aww thank you so much, it really means a lot to me to hear that. Ahhhh! You guessed it ^^ Yes, once Jack and Sunny move in with North, they will be safe, with each other, and have lots of support - both financially and emotionally. I was wondering if someone would, it isn't too much of a spoiler at this point because they'll cross over soon. I wonder what will happen when the Frost parents are gone...****

**jessLpfy **- Omigosh, I almost cried after reading your review. Thank you so much, I cannot even begin to describe how much your words mean to me and how much they helped motivate me through my writers block. Just wow, thank you so much. Yes, both Dagur and Pitch have a lot more to contribute before this story is over - and let me tell you, there is a lot to go. This story will run to about the end of their school year and we haven't even reached winter break yet. I hope I can continue to keep up the quality and I promise I will not leave this story unfinished. Thank you.****

**OrangeCat ****** - Thank you! Wow, I don't believe this is the best ghost au out there, but thank you for the compliment! I hope I did the Rapunzel/Eugene romance justice for you. I also hope you don't mind one more pairing, as hijack is the main ship in this story. I hope you enjoyed this chapter =)****

**Valledorthedragon **- ahh you asked all the spoilery questions, but I will answer them with as few spoilers as possible. The next section will focus more on Jack, what he's going through, and his perspective on things. With Merida, you'll have to be a little patient - same with Pitch to some extent. He has a few moves to make and is a good strategist, so again, you'll have to wait and see.****

**HoneyBeeez** - yay, I'm really glad you liked the ending! I love putting teasers in so you don't forget who the main antagonists are. Thank you for reading =)****

**LittleWretchedJane - ahaha emotionally taxing and vaguely life threatening experiences? what? why haha why would you think that would happen in this story? (but actually I do have to give these babies a little reprieve every now and then). The next major arc is Merida's but before that will be a mini-arc of sorts? let's just say I've got a few plans for the winter - especially winter break - before we move along. Honestly, I think we'll just be sticking with ghosts for this story, if I add other mythical creatures in, I'll bog myself down in too much research - but don't worry, ghosts can be creepy enough on their own. Thank you!**

**Lifesgreywolves - Thank you! I've really worked hard to keep the integrity of the stories and their characters while keeping it realistic (you know, save for the whole ghosts paranormal thing). The villains are really fun, but also difficult, to piece into this story. Oh, I'm sorry you don't like the stuttering, I'm a bit too far into the story to change it now. The main reason Hiccup stutters more than in the movie is because I heard that book!Hiccup stutters and I really wanted to see if I could write a character like that.  
>Thank you for pointing out the damsel-in-distress trope - I really have a hard time not putting my favorite characters in those situations. I do want to explain some of my reasoning behind how I write Hiccup though, or, at least how I try to write him. Hiccup still has a lot of character development to go through, this is pre-httyd1 events essentially, even though he has Toothless as his companion - this Hiccup has never been the village hero or made his father proud, this is the Hiccup who still thinks that he'll forever be known as 'the useless' - so that's probably why he seems so whiny. Hiccup's character in total, how I interpret it, is not a traditional hero - he doesn't win or defeat adversaries through traditional means (like through force or violence) Hiccup uses his brain and his heart to 'defeat' adversaries by himself (Toothless, his own village) and when those do not succeed, he uses his brain, leadership skills, and teamwork to overcome obstacles (Red Death, Bewilderbeast, Drago) - he never kills or defeats an enemy by himself - he always has the help of Toothless andor his friends. So, while I will do my best not to let him become a damsel-in-distress (because that trope is my weakness) he will probably never, in this story, hold his ground and fight in the way you might be imagining him to.  
>Someone other than Hiccup, I won't say who yet because spoilers, will have some level of 'powers'. Haha, thank you again, that is wonderful imagery to help banish writers block with.<strong>

**RubyAnime - Thank you. Your idea is cool and I'd love to hear it if you'd like to share in more detail, but I already have the feelings revelation (for at least one of the boys) planned out. Thank you though. I hope you enjoyed this chapter.**

****Thanks again for reading! If anyone has any questions, or suggestions for more benign ghosts I would love to hear them!****


	28. Chapter 28

**Hi! I'm back with chapter 28! Wow, I totally meant to have this done before I went back to school, but, as you will see, this kinda turned into a monster of a chapter length wise, so I hope that makes up for the wait. So, I've started working on another multi-chapter story, but, unlike this one it is not plotted out and may never be finished. Should I still post it here? This whole chapter, as you will see, is from Jack's perspective and, yeah. I own nothing but the plot and I hope you enjoy reading!**

Jack accepted the trash bags and a pair of gloves, quickly filling one and hurrying after the brunette. He grinned to himself. Oh, he knew exactly what to expect from the feline menace, but how could he resist it when their playful squabbles elicited such entertaining reactions from his freckled friend? As the whitette exited the building, he caught sight of Hiccup a little ways down the sidewalk. The little teen had Toothless around his shoulders and was...half hopping down the walkway, his left leg propped up on his bike, but the other on the ground. It looked like a rather awkward arrangement.

The elder teen shook his head fondly, deposited the bag of trash, and trotted after his friend, "Hic, what on Earth are you doing?"

The shorter teen jumped, almost fell, and sharply turned his head, "Jack? Wh-what are you, uh, d-doing out here?"

"I was taking out the trash. Now I'm wondering what's going through that big ole noggin of yours. Seriously, what are you doing?" he held back a snicker, eyeing the brunette up and down in amused confusion.

A light blush traveled up his neck and settled in his cheeks, "N-nothing. Just, uh, heading home...with my bike."

"Why aren't you riding it?" a peppered brow rose, though he had a feeling he knew why.

Forest green orbs refused to meet his gaze, "W-well, you-you see, that is, um, toooo...boring! That's right, too boring. Toothless and I are bored of riding the bike, so uh, we're, t-trying something else?"

Jack just continued to stare at him, making the other squirm, "Alright! Alright. It's just, uh, it's just my...mylegactingupit'snotabigdealoranything."

Though quickly mumbled, the whitette still understood what his friend admitted, shaking his head with a reassuring smile, "Wait here a second."

Without waiting for a response, the taller teen sprinted back to the house, poked his head through the entrance, and yelled, "Hey Rapunzel, I'm gonna walk with Hic. See you soon!"

He heard a faint call of affirmation as he returned to the brunette and his feline companion, "Okay, hop on."

One dark brow rose incredulously at him.

"The bike, hop on the bike," he gestured with his arms, "I'll roll you back to your house."

Flushed cheeks darkened considerably as Hiccup stuttered a refusal, "No, er, J-Jack, you-you don't n-nee-"

"Come on Hic. If your leg is bothering you, I doubt this jerky-hoppy-thing that you're doing is going to be good for it. The pain isn't worth it and I really don't mind - actually I insist. It's either this, or I could give you a piggy-back ride," he shrugged nonchalantly, flashing his pearly whites in a cheeky grin.

The younger teen was stubborn, but smart and Jack counted on that - if he wanted to keep helping Rapunzel, to keep walking at all the rest of the day without wincing, he would accept the help.

That didn't mean he was going to like it.

With a resigned sigh, the freckled teen struggled onto his bike, almost pitching sideways before Jack steadied him, "Whoa, there you go. All set?"

He nodded curtly, refusing to fully acknowledge the situation at hand. Jack didn't mind though, Vikings were a proud bunch, or so he's been told.

The walk was quiet, but not uncomfortably so...at least not on the whitette's end. Okay, so he liked seeing Hiccup squirm a bit. The kid was too uptight most of the time and this was for his own good. When they reached the empty Haddock household, the brunette half-fell from his perch. Jack offered himself as a crutch and the two made their way inside in one piece. Due to their difference in height, Hiccup wrapped one arm just above Jack's waist. The whitette tried to steady him, placing an arm across his shoulders which Toothless had abandoned to trot behind his human, as if the feline could catch him should he fall. In this manner, the two teens made their way up the stairs to the younger teen's room. There, the brunette abandoned his companion at the door in favor of using the wall as support. He hobbled over to his dresser and gently used the drawers to lower himself to the floor. Toothless sat beside him, nudging against his hand until he received absentminded pats. Jack leaned back against the cool, metal doorframe, crossing his arms casually as the shorter teen dug out a huge binder from underneath his socks. Hiccup used the support of the drawers to stand up, setting his binder on top of the dresser until he was stable, then tucked it under one arm and used the other to stabilize his hopping. He pitched forward onto the bed when he reached it, crawled to his side table, and opened up the first drawer. Soon he extracted a few bills and a jar of ointment. The brunette set aside all but the ointment and bent his left leg, reaching down to the edge of his pants before remembering the whitette was still present.

"Oh, uh, could you, uh, c-could you use the-the landline to order p-pizza. I-it's downstairs in the, um, in the kitchen. There should be some c-coupons on the counter," forest green eyes implored him, glancing between him and the door.

Jack opened his mouth impulsively to tell his friend that it was fine - he had already seen the leg and that it didn't bother him - but thought better of it, nodded and went back down the steps. The whitette turned into the kitchen, easily found the coupons, and ordered one extra-large cheese pizza from a someon who kept exhaling loudly into the receiver. Then he waited, bare foot tapping against cool linoleum. Less than a minute passed and the tall teen had grown bored of glancing between the table and stairs. He pushed himself away from the counter and made his way to the living room. Jack had only been to this house once before and the circumstances had inhibited him from focusing on the interior design. Now he mosied around, admiring the antique weaponry decorating the back and side walls. One huge axe, two swords, and a huge hammer were mounted up and out of a normal human's reach. Thinking back to his encounter with the giant that was somehow related to Hiccup by blood, Jack could see Mr. Haddock wielding these against an intruder. A small desk sat under the window on the side wall and upon it sat the only pictures he had yet to see. Of course, the whitette had to have a closer look.

There were three small frames, the first of which showed a young couple, smiling happily into the camera. The man was obviously Mr. Haddock, only with a little less beard, but Jack had never seen the woman before. A long braid kept all of her chestnut hair out of her face, trailing over her shoulder and out of the shot. A small forehead topped her heart-shaped head. Her nose and mouth were small, but her eyes and brows were quite large. Her eyes were a beautiful, rich green color - Jack cocked his head to one side, wondering why they seemed so familiar...oh! Of course they seemed familiar, their similarity to Hiccup's was uncanny. Icy blue orbs glanced to the next photo, where his hypothesis was all but confirmed. The same couple, though slightly older, held between them a small child. A mop of auburn hair sat atop its head and a big button nose sat in the center of its pudgy face. A small coo escaped the whitette at the cute sight before he glanced over to the final photo. This one was far more recent, maybe taken in the past year or two judging by how old Hiccup looked. This time Mr. Haddock and his son were not joined by who he presumed to be Mrs. Haddock, but instead three other men. Hiccup stood in front of his father, one large hand resting on his shoulder. A tight smile pulled those thin lips up, but just barely. Discomfort shone clearly in his forest green orbs. Next to the little brunette stood a slightly taller but far more...robust teen. His face was large, framed by dark brown, straw-like hair. Thick eyebrows arched above green eyes and a haughty grin stretched across his face. Behind that boy stood a larger version of himself, except with larger ears and facial hair. Between the two men in back stood another man - just as wide, but slightly shorter - who rested a hand and a hook on Hiccup and the other boy respectively. This third character stood out from the others, with a bald head, a long blonde braided mustache and a blonde unibrow. Deep blue eyes seemed to sparkle with amusement to match his wide, crooked grin. Jack wondered who these other people were, perhaps family or friends from Berk? And why did Hiccup seem so unhappy?

"Hey Jack, you ready to go?" the freckled teen called from behind him, the sound of uneven footsteps drawing closer.

Slightly surprised out of his train of thought, the whitette glanced behind him, "Uh, yeah, you got everything you need?"

The brunette was beside him now, forest green gaze trailing between his own and the picture set, "Yeah...oh looks like you found the infamous family photos."

"Heh heh yeah, so this is your family? I didn't know you had such hulking brothers," Jack grinned, glad his friend wasn't upset at him for snooping.

Green eyes rolled, "Hah hah, very funny. No that's just my dad, Gobber, Uncle Spitelout, and my cousin Snotlout."

He tried, he really did try - somewhat - to stifle his laughter, "Seriously? Wow, heh, they look, hahhah, friendly. Is-pff-is Gobber another Uncle or...?"

"Honorary family, no blood relation on either side," the freckled teen shrugged, but a fond smile pulled at his lips.

"Either side...so which side does the fishbone come from, because I'm not seeing it?" he shook his head.

Hiccup pointed to the middle photo, "Not quite fishbone material, but my mom was leaner. I think I take after her more so in general body shape. That, or my growth spurt is just around the corner and soon I will complete my transformation into a bulky Haddock man."

"Suuuuuure, I think I prefer the fishbone, thanks," Jack paused for a moment before another question came to him, though he struggled with how to broach it, "So, this is your mom? Do you...still talk with her?"

Nailed it.

Forest green eyes darkened and turned towards the floor, "N-no. She, well, she didn't stick around."

Oops.

Guilt and empathy pulled at his gut, "Oh, I'm sorry Hic, I didn't mean to-"

"You're fine, you're fine," freckled hands waved to dispel his rambling, "You didn't know..."

Hiccup hunched, arms brought close to his sides, hands fisted, but eyes flicking longingly towards that center photo.

The whitette shuffled uncomfortably, wondering if he could help, or if his next words would only serve to make a mess of things, "Do you want to talk about it?"

"I - " the brunette glanced upwards to meet his gaze, before darting away and back again, gnawing on his bottom lip, before trying again, "I just - I'm really happy, for her, that, well, that sh-she's at peace. I mean, that's kinda my whole th-thing, you know? I-I-I want p-people who have-have passed on, t-to find peace, to find the light! I-I should be _relieved_ that she's m-moved on to where she can be h-happy and at r-rest...I...I just, ugh, sometimes, I-I just _wish_ that she...that she hadn't...been...at peace-and that's selfish! I-I know it is, but I, I c-can't help but wonder why, out of-out of all th-the ghosts I've met, why couldn't she b-be one."

Jack was at a loss for words. His heart ached for his friend and he barely hesitated before wrapping his arms around Hiccup. The little brunette jolted before leaning into the embrace, hands clutching at his hoodie. Jack held him tightly, until his tense shoulders slumped. The whitette began to rub small, soothing circles into his bony back, waiting for his breathing to slow and deepen. It wasn't fair. Life wasn't fair. Death wasn't fair. Jack knew this - from personal experience - but that did not make seeing Hiccup suffer for it hurt any less.

The freckled teen sighed, lifting his head from where it was tucked beneath Jack's chin. The whitette took that as a sign to relax his grip, holding his friend by the shoulders and bending slightly so that he was at eye-level with the brunette, silently asking if he was alright.

Forest green eyes met his own briefly, before turning away, "S-s-sorry about that, I-I, uh-"

"Hey, hey, there's no reason to apologize. I've got your back, remember?" he smiled reassuringly, squeezing the left shoulder slightly, before his mouth set in a serious frown, "And you're not selfish. It's not selfish to want to be with your loved ones, okay?"

A choked laugh escaped his friend, a small smile pulling unevenly at his lips, "Okay."

"Okay," the whitette smiled softly, "Do you want to talk about it some more, or do you want to head back?"

The little teen thought for a moment then nodded to himself, "I-I'm ready to head back...Thanks."

Jack waved the thanks away, straightened out, and ruffled the auburn mop atop his friend's head, "Alright Freckles, just remember there is a ready and willing ear right here if you ever need it."

Freckled hands swatted lightly at pale hands, a light laugh and beaming smile brightening his features, "Is that why they're so big?"

A pale arm swung around boney shoulders while a peppered brow raised, "They're so big?"

"Heh, you know, since you're always listening to everyone...?" he waved his hands nervously, trying to communicate his joke.

"Oh," blue eyes widened in understanding, "Hahah, yeah, they get bigger with every secret they hear. You think they're big now? Wait till the end of the year, they'll be hanging by my shoulders!"

Hiccup chuckled, grabbing his binder and money as they passed the counter. Before they reached the door, the demonic feline appeared with a small jar kicked between his front paws.

"Hey Bud, what do you got there?" the brunette asked, crouching down and accepting the jar, "Oh...okay, I'll take it with me. Thanks Toothless."

Jack peered over his shoulder to inspect it, finding that it was the same one his friend was using upstairs, "Alright, you ready to go?"

"Yep," the freckled teen chirped, hands full and cat back on his shoulders.

"Okay, let us return to your valiant steed and quest to retrieve our treasure," the whitette dramatically gestured towards the door.

The brunette mocked bowed slightly, so as not to displace Toothless, then marched outside. Jack laughed and followed.

* * *

><p>Jack took another bite of pizza, munching slowly as he peered over Hiccup's binder with Rapunzel, "Show, wha ishz shis?"<p>

Forest green eyes narrowed at him in mild disgust, "Please refrain from spitting pizza all over this. It's kinda sorta, you know, really important to me? It's a record of all the ghosts I've ever encountered. Now, before I open this, remember that I was a lot younger when I started this, so no laughing at my early sketches, deal?"

The whitette swallowed, "Eh, no promises."

Spring green eyes leveled a glare at him and Jack quickly found him acquiescing to her wishes, "Alright, alright, I'll try, happy?"

Bony shoulders shrugged as he gripped the cover and flipped it open to a title page, "Good enough I guess. Alright, uh, here it is, The Book of Ghosts!"

"Ooh!" the blonde exclaimed, eyes wide in curiosity, "So what kind of information do you keep track of?"

The freckled teen flipped past the first couple of pages, until it landed on one with a drawing of a dark-haired woman on it, "I try to keep track of what might be relevant. Their name, what they look like, how old they are, when they died and how, if and how well they can interact with the physical world, how they seem to gain energy, and what their unfinished business is. I'm not always able to figure it all out, but I try..."

"Neat! So who is this? Heather? When did you meet her?" Rapunzel enthusiastically questioned, only remembering to eat her own lunch when she paused to let Hic answer.

Forest green eyes lit up as Hiccup began gesticulating, "I met Heather back in Berk when I was...ten I think, maybe a little younger. She was - she was really cool actually and hung out with me a lot before she crossed over. I was a little sad to see her go...anyway, she was in her late forties when she died - which was really good for the time period - but, this is really cool, she was a Viking! Like a real live, er, dead, Viking! She had been following a family keepsake for over a _thousand_ years. She was the leader of a Viking tribe and had some amazing stories to tell. The reason why she stayed, though, was because she wanted to make sure nobody ever desecrated this horn with some ancient seal carved into it - which honestly, with who was holding onto it, she had a right to be worried. Anyway, I managed to, um, kind of steal it? Then I made a shrine-thing for it, via her specifications, and buried it in this cove back home."

A sense of skepticism tried to worm it's way into Jack's brain, but he shooed it away, "Wow, that is pretty awesome. So who actually had the horn?"

A nervous smile replaced the brunette's excited grin, "Eh, you know, just the Berserks. Really, nothing is safe around Dagur and no one really noticed or cared when it vanished one visit. Haha, so, yeah, that wasn't too big of an issue."

Jack shook his head, "Your luck really sucks sometimes, you ever notice that?"

Forest green eyes opened wide, "What? Really? I-I never realized! Thank you Jack, I am forever in your debt for that-that stunning observation."

"Hey - "

"Boys, boys settle down, it's my turn for another question," spring orbs sparkled and Jack let the jab drop, making a mental note to get back at the little nerd - or maybe that was payback for the whole bike thing - "How did she 'gain energy'?"

"Oh, uh, you know, normally, through the energy output of all emotions. Yeah, she wasn't actually that great at moving physical objects though, that's why, uh, that's why she needed my help," he shrugged, as Toothless padded into the room, that little lizard still riding atop his head.

What was with his friends' pets? Seriously?

"Interesting," she hummed, glancing between Hiccup and the binder, "Do you mind if I flip through it a bit more?"

"S-sure, go ahead," Hic stammered, somewhat surprised, and pushed it towards her.

A bright smile lit up Rapunzel's face, like she got to eat the last slice of cake, and she began flipping through it excitedly. Meanwhile, the furry menace and friend hopped upon the table and head-butted the little brunette. Forest green eyes were pulled from watching the blonde, to glancing at the cat, to then glancing down at his untouched food. Did Freckles really need Toothless to remind him to eat? Apparently. Jack quietly enjoyed his meal, pizza a rare and savored treat.

The eldest teen meticulously read through every page. It was fun to watch the different expressions flitting across her face, her nose scrunching up while reading, beaming when she learned something new, she was like a little kid picking out sweets at the candy store. Hic was also fun to watch - he'd take a few bites, chewing slowly, then get distracted by trying to read what Rapunzel was looking at upside down. This would elicit a bump from Toothless, and the process would repeat.

Around Jack's third slice, Rapunzel paused, her brow furrowing, "Hey Hiccup, who is this? I think you forgot to write their name down."

The freckled teen cocked his head slightly in confusion, before scooting his chair to the right to see what she was pointing at. When forest green eyes alit the page, the little teen paled considerably.

"Oh, I, uh, I n-never actually learned th-their name...c-can't say I want t-to find out th-though," he muttered, eyes darting around the room nervously.

Toothless hissed at the page, then started strutting back and forth in between it and Hiccup. Freckled hands soon began soothing over soft fur, until the feline sat, tail twitching back and forth.

The whitette leaned over to see what this character looked like. A tall, spindly figure, depicted only in a long, black cloak grinned back at him. Sharp, almost inhumanly so, teeth stood out from the ashen skin and onyx, spiky hair. Almost everything about the figure was sharp, his chin, his face, his mouth and eyes, and though his nose was more so crooked, his hands were hooked like claws. Weirder still was the color Hiccup chose for the eyes - a bright gold. Jack thought that the word creepy summed it up pretty nicely.

"Why not?" the blonde inquired, eyes wide with concern.

"Well, you know how I, uh, how I said that I think ghosts absorb the energy given off by emotions? Well, I know they have the ability to, uh, to induce or at least influence what emotions people feel. Some ghosts feed off of particular types of emotions - for simplicity's sake I just categorize them as positive or negative. Positive emotions, well, they - they feel good, like happiness, gratitude, awe, or, uh, amusement. Negative emotions d-don't feel so great, like fear, anger, um, sadness, or-or despair. It's not all cut in stone, but that's the, uh, that's the jist of it. That guy, well, h-he, um, I'm p-p-pretty sure, he, uh, he f-feeds off of negative emotions...r-remember on Halloween, h-how I was, um, acting a little - a little, er, strange?"he questioned, scratching the back of his head with one hand, while the other stroked Toothless rhythmically.

Rapunzel nodded slowly, "Oh yeah, you did leave early."

Icy blue eyes narrowed, "Yeah, some asshole slipped something into your drink."

"Yeah, no," the little brunette deadpanned, before returning to his nervous rambling, "That was, th-that was him. He must be veeeeeeerryyyy...practiced? Seasoned? Experienced! He must be very experienced because, he, uh, from a-all the way across the street, he was able to-to _strongly_ influence my, er, my emotional state I guess. He decided to go with, um, with fear, so that's why I was, well, why I was sorta kinda maybe definitely hyperventilating when you found me."

The whitette almost dropped his food in surprise, "A _ghost_ did that to you?"

Dread pooled in Jack's stomach. He knew ghosts could be dangerous - he had been cleaning up previously possessed cutlery all day - but for them to be able to attack on not only a physical level, but an emotional one as well! His concern for his freckled friend only continued to grow.

"Yeah, that's why I'm hoping I won't run into him again," the freckled teen grumbled, pulling an agitated cat onto his lap for further comfort, "That, and your mom explicitly told me not to go looking for him, to, uh, to actively avoid him. So, I think I'm agreeing with her judgement on this one."

Why did this keep getting worse, "My parents ran into him too?"

The brunette was quiet for a moment, head cocked slightly to the side, before he straightened and answered, "Sort of? Your mom says that they've 'crossed paths' a few times and she really doesn't want to go much further into it than that. She says he's bad news, but as long as they're around we'll be fine."

Rapunzel scrunched up her nose in ponderment, "How exactly does that work? I mean, how do ghosts interact with one another?"

"Um, well, I'm not, one hundred percent sure, but, uh, I-I think they interact on the same level as if they were alive? Sort of? Like, their incorporeal forms are more... corporeal to each other - ghosts can physically engage one another, like a fist fight, and they can still feel pain and any number of emotions, but they cannot be physically harmed. Like, you can't break an arm or-or lose a limb, but you can still feel pain. I think it's some strange case of mind-over-matter, but, again, I'm not sure. So, what Mrs. Frost means, is that she can physically, in a sense, fight off this guy if he tries to bother any of us...does that make sense?" he asked nervously, hands returning to petting Toothless after gesticulating.

Jack paused to process the information, "Yeah, I think so. So, as long as my parents are around, we're okay? Because if he messes with any of us they'll beat him up?"

"...Yeah, yeah, that's basically it," Hiccup nodded thoughtfully.

"Sweet, my parents are the best," the whitette grinned widely.

"Well, that's, awfully reassuring. Thank you Mrs. Frost, for looking out for us," the blonde smiled with gratitude.

"She says it's her pleasure," the freckled teen relayed, before setting Toothless down and clearing his plate, "Alright, what do we have left to do?"

"All we need to do is put the furniture back, paint over the walls and sand the staircase, and buy new silverware," she listed off, keeping track with her fingers.

A gentle breeze blew through the room causing the three teens to glance at the widow-less windows.

"Ah, great plan, but what about the empty frames?" Jack asked, thumb jerked in the direction of his query.

A large frown pulled down freckled cheeks, "How much money can you spend without your parents asking questions?"

"Oh, I actually talked with Flynn about that last night. After work he and some of his friends are going out to buy new windows - oh I still have to send him the measurements - and they're going to help me install them," she beamed proudly.

"Wow, so, everything's covered then?" Hiccup double-checked, brows scrunched as the little nerd mentally went over everything in the house.

"Yep! That should do it. Thank you both again for helping me. I'm not sure I would have finish it in time without you," she grabbed each teen in one arm and smooshed them together.

"Haha, you're welcome Punzie. I'm always ready to help a friend," Jack smiled when they were let up.

"Y-yeah," the brunette smiled crookedly, a light blush coloring his cheeks, "Anytime."

The rest of day passed quickly. Rapunzel ran to the store while the other two teens worked on sandpapering away the notches in the walls and steps. Jack, of course, had to try to sandpaper-away his little friend's callouses. That earned him a half-amused chide and a playful retaliation. The boys found that neither Hiccup's callouses, nor Jack's nose, could be smoothed by sandpaper. Once Rapunzel returned with paint and silverware, she smartly required each of them to wear smocks and line the floor with plastic. This made it infinitely less harmful when the whitette initiated a paint war. By the end of their stay, all three teens were in desperate need of a shower.

The blonde turned on the last fan to help the paint dry and glanced at a clock, "Flynn should be back in a few minutes. It'll be dark soon, so you two should start heading home now."

Jack crossed his arms, glancing between his two friends, "You sure Punzie? We don't want to leave you by yourself."

"Yeah, especially after everything that's happened," Hiccup chimed in, leaning towards his right side.

The little brunette had only excused himself once to, Jack assumed, reapply ointment to his leg. It was obvious it was still bothering him, despite how hard he tried to hide it.

"I'll be fine. Plus, I won't be alone, I've got Pascal with me!" she exclaimed as a small green head nodded slightly from her shoulder, only half-awake from his recent nap.

The freckled teen raised a brow, somewhat skeptical, "Are you sure?"

"Yes," she affirmed confidently, "I'll see you guys tomorrow at school, alright?"

This satisfied his younger friend, "Alright, you ready to go Jack?"

The whitette took one last glance around, making sure there really was nothing else they could do, and then nodded, "Yep, ready to return to your noble steed?"

"Your noble steed?" the blonde questioned, a hint of mischief twinkling in spring green eyes.

Now Hiccup was really blushing, "Let's just go."

He tried to stomp away, but that only made his limp more prominent. Jack frowned at the sight. His little friend was really too stubborn for his own good.

The whitette sighed as the front door opened, "Well, see you later Punzie, take care."

"You too Jack," she smiled and gave him a brief hug, before he ran to catch up with the youngest teen.

The freckled teen was leaning against the bike, Toothless weaving through his legs as he gently rubbed just below his left knee.

"Ready to go?" the whitette asked, startling the brunette into jumping and almost landing on a black tail.

Toothless hissed at Jack, then hopped onto Hiccup's shoulders, "Uh, yeah, yep. R-ready to go."

The elder teen grabbed the bike's handle bars as his friend got on, "You know, Hic, it really wouldn't've taken Punzie and me that much longer if you took a few longer breaks."

The brunette bristled, "I'm fine."

Icy blue eyes rolled, "I'm not trying to imply that you're incapable, just, why overexert yourself if you don't need to?"

The freckled teen sighed, "Because...it shouldn't be an overexertion anymore."

"What?"

"N-nevermind, just forget about it," Hiccup grumbled, forest eyes stormy and downcast.

"Hic, I - " Jack began only to be cut off.

"Really Jack, I'm fine," he offered a placating smile, but was only met by pale, downturned lips, "Oh, fine. I promise to take longer breaks next time, deal?"

"Deal," the whitette conceded, filing away his friend's reaction to address it at another time, "But I gotta say, as much fun as that paint war was, I really hope there isn't a next time anytime soon."

That earned him a chuckle as the brunette picked at the drying paint in his hair, "Heh, yeah, can't really argue there. I'm looking forward to washing all this off."

"Yeah, you and me both," Jack took a couple steps forward before some paint dripped onto his nose; the whitette frowned, he couldn't go back to the orphanage still dripping with paint, "Hey, you mind if I shower at your place? Pretty sure Maudie will murder me if I get paint on the carpet."  
>Bright green eyes blinked at him, "Uh, sure, wait no, wait yeah! Yeah, my dad shouldn't be home for a while so it should be fine. Yeah."<p>

"You sure about that?" the whitette grinned mischievously at his friend, wondering if he'd start bumbling again.

Dark brows rose at the tease, "You know, on second thought - "

"No, no, I kid, I kid. Please let me shower," Jack pleaded, trying to keep up his puppy-dog look, but failing.

Hiccup humphed and turned his nose up for a couple moments before he too broke out into a crooked grin, "Sure Jack, it's no problem."

"Sweet!" the elder teen cheered, hurrying his pace.

His freckled friend let out a startled laugh, Toothless a petulant meow, and Jack grinned from ear to ear.

* * *

><p>Soon enough Jack found himself under a warm, soothing stream of water. Equipped with Hiccup's shampoo, conditioner, soap, and an extra green towel from the linen closet, the whitette was left to his own devices. It was a little weird to be showering in someone else's home, but honestly this shower was quite a bit roomier than his own. It was definitely long enough for someone above the age of 6 to comfortably take a bath in, which, taking into account the long bars placed on the wall and door, was probably for Hic's benefit. The whitette absently wondered how one would go about entering and exiting the tub with only one leg. A familiar wave of admiration swept over Jack as he thought about all his young, snarky friend was capable of. Long pale fingers, massaged the scalp hidden beneath a white mop of hair. Jack sighed in contentment, lingering under the warm water a minute or two longer than was really necessary. Finally he forced himself out, grabbing the green towel and drying off before putting his old clothes back on. His hair was still a little wet and his shirt clung slightly to his chest, but he didn't mind. The whitette exited the bathroom and headed downstairs. Jack soon found his freckled friend on his back in the center of the living room floor, a large lump of black fur lying on his chest. The little demon was pawing at the teens rounded nose, causing Hiccup to giggle cutely.<p>

As he entered the room, two pairs of green eyes shot up to meet his own, "Oh, hey Jack. You all done?"

Hiccup sat up as the whitette approached, "Yep, thanks again for letting me use it."

The brunette only shrugged, brushing his wet locks out of his eyes, "Are you heading out now?"

"Uh," icy orbs flickered to the clock, "ooh, yeah, definitely yeah."

The freckled teen chuckled as he stood up, Toothless held snuggly in his arms, "Okay, wait just a second."

Peppered eyebrows quirked as Jack followed his short friend into the kitchen. The brunette walked with almost no limp, his large shirt hanging down to mid-thighs and sweatpants hemmed just above his right ankle. The elder teen wondered if he had any clothing that wasn't oversized, though he did have to admit, the little nerd looked adorable drowning in fabric. The diabolical feline hopped onto the counter, fixing the whitette with a piercing gaze. Jack stuck out his tongue at the cat and returned his attention to Hiccup. The brunette was looking through the cabinets and mumbling under his breath, displacing various items in his search. Hiccup straightened up, sporting that dorky smile of his. Forest green eyes sparkled triumphantly as he presented the three boxes to Jack.

"Here, my dad keeps buying these even though he doesn't like them. I don't really eat them either, so, uh, I thought you could take them back to the kids and, um, yeah, I thought they might like them," he shuffled slightly as he handed them to the whitette.

Jack glanced down at the chocolate fudge cookies, a treat the other orphans did not often get to indulge in, and then back at his friend, "Are you sure?"

"Yeah, of course," the brunette waved him off.

Surprise and gratitude blossomed in his chest, "Wow Hic, this is, I mean...thanks, they'll love it."

A light flush lit up freckled cheeks as Hiccup bashfully scratched at the back of his head, "It's, uh, it's no problem really...well, I guess you better get going soon, I'll see you tomorrow?"

"For sure," he nodded, then pulled his friend into a quick, tight hug, then turned towards the door, "See ya!"

Jack hurried out, practically running down two blocks before slowing a walk. His heart was racing, his breaths were shallow, and he could feel the red tint spreading across his face.

The whitette glanced down at the box of cookies, instead seeing bright green eyes and a goofy smile.

His heart skipped a beat.

...Shit.

**Thanks for reading! **

**Okay, so, after 28 chapters romantic hijack finally begins! So, comments/critiques on Jack's realization of his feelings would be great because I really know zilch about romance! I hope you liked the hijack fluff =) I am at school, so I probably won't be able to update again untill winter break, sorry for the long waits -_-''**

**faishyah865 - Thanks! I hope the banter in this chapter has kept up to par**

**Marie - I hope you managed to get some sleep. Thank you so much! I always worry if my dialogue is a bit too cheesy, so I'm really glad you like it! I hope I didn't keep you in suspense too long =)**

**animelovernewbie - Toothless and Jack not bothering each other? Haha, why would that ever happen? Nah, those two love to go at each other, but it's all in good fun. Yeah, writers block comes and goes, but my free time is quite limited. I should really be working on a research paper actually, but oh well. I'm glad you liked it, thanks!  
><strong>

**acyongyut - thanks for letting me know, I hope this has kept up =)**


End file.
